“WOLVES OF THE SPANISH MAIN!”

Grand Old-time Yarn of Romance and Adventure—Starts To-dayl

No. 1,082. Yol. XXXIV.
Week Ending Movembér 10th, 1928.

EVERY BATURDAY.

PUTTING PAID TO PONSONBY'!

A powerful incident from this week’s grand schoet {ale of Harry Wharteon & U0, ot Greyfriers.



N chatting to " Magnetites ' Ja-t
I weck about Jimmmy Rulfell, the out-
- gide-left of West . Ham, @ had
something to say ahout tha “ente
way in which the Hammers find the
youngsters who are trained on into tip-
toppers. It ia just pure coinecidence that
for this week's sugject I should have
chosen another of tho plavers found,
developed, and  trained into o top-
notcher by West Ham—Sydney Charles
Puddefoot.

The fact that Puddefoot is to-day one
of the recognizsed masters of the game
merely emphasises what I said last week
about the way the schoolmasters of the
Eust End of London teach the young-
sters, and of how West Ham bring them
ol

Of cou=:e, Puddefoot doesn’t play for
West Ham now. His club is B!nck:i':urn
Rovers, and Blackburn ‘Rovers, az you
aro doubtless aware, at the present time
claim the title of Cup-holders. B8yd
Puddefoot, occupying the inside-right

osition, did his share towards gaining
t[lur the Rovers the distinction of being
holders of the Cup.

A Quaint Story!

This surefooted player of Blackbyrn
Rovers has many elaims for recognition
by the followers of football, and he
holds ot least one unigue disfinetion.
Ha is the only English player for whomn
s Scottizsh club has paid & transfer fca
of five thousond pounds. Usnally, of
course, the boot is on the other foet; it is
the English clubs who pay big cheques
far Heottizsh players. ;

six yeara ago, howaver, Falkirk
bought Puddefoot from West Ham, and
there was no question nbout the [lee
paid, beeause tho original of the chegue
paid by tho Falkirk club can be seen
framed, and hanging on the wull of the
offices of the West Ham club. 1

I can tell you a true and rather quaing
story connected with that transfer of
Puddefoot from West Ham to Falkirk.
4yd, who was then a centre-forward,
was stationed in Scotland ut one period
during the War, and he greatly im-
pressed the officials of Falkirk when
they saw him play. Later on, Falkirk
wera in need of a centre-forward, and
they asked West Ham whether they
would transfer Puddefoot, and if 22
what would be the price,

MNow Falkirk was not regarded as &
rich team, and the officials of West Ham
did not dream that Falkirk would pay
a really big sum for Puddefoot. So
they asked what they thought—from
Falkirk's point of view—would be n
ridiculovs price~five thousand pounds.
To the great surprise of the Wast Ham
weople, the Falkirk officials said: “It's
a deal!” And so, as Puddefoot him.
self had an idea that he would like to
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play in Feartizh {ootball, lie was duly
trnu=ferred to Falkirk.

A Valuable Hint!

“There i+ nothing like variety of ex-
perience for making a complete foot-
haller,” Puddefoot zaid 10 me o little
time ago. And ho went on to add ihat,
in hiz' own opinion, he was a better
inside-right becavze during hiz earcoer
he haa plaved both at centre-forward
and at outside-right. "It 13 only when
vou have played at centre-forward that
you really know the sort of pnsses a
centre-forward likes to get, and the
same remark applics to the outside-
right.” To-day, there is probably no
player in the game who can push up
more perfect passes to the centre-for-
ward, or make greater use of the out-
side wing man, than Syd Puddeloot.

8YD. PUDDEFOOT,
the sure-Tootsd inslde-right of Blackburn

Rovears, who has many claimes to resog-
nitlon by the Tollowescs of foothall.

Nolds the
Pudldefont,
the junwns Enrglish International
inside-right of Hinckimern Hoeees,
tehior «licd a Dig share fowards helping i _ i
the Rovers win the F.A, Cuap. 3

From the experience of the Blackburn
Rovers pstde-right I bolieve there 35 a
moa=t valnabla  hint which ought be
faken to heart by my yvoung football
veadera. The hint ia this: Change your
position  occasionally.  1f you are a
centre-forward, try your Land at inside-
right for a b, or inside-left, not aceee-
sarily in serious gamnes, but in practice
mmatches, You won't bo any worse a
centre-forward for taking a turn i some
other position; you may come to leamn
the game move thoroughly, awd tho
requireinents of each position.

The Originator of the
"W " Formation!

The "man we now have under the
microscope came bock from  Scatland
to England as a Blackburn Rovers
player in 1925, And though the Rovers
naturally had to pay a big prico for
him, he has been worth every ponny.
When the offside rule waz changed,
somebody at Blackburn decided that
more than ever it was neecssary to have
men with the real foothall skill, as well
as the football brains, in the inaide-wing
positions, SBo Puddefoot was moved to
intide-right from centre-forward, and
as showing that he has the brains, 1t
may be added that he was the first to
persuade a  football side to adopt
the "W " formation in attack.

He was much criticized at the time,
anid the people of Blackburn thought it
wag all wrong for an ingide-wing man to

play behind the other forwards. But
that Puddefoot - was right, and tho
Blackburn people wrong, has been

proved by good resulis which have
attended the Rovers with this method,
ancd partly by the fact that practically
all the utimr cluba have copied Pudde-
foot’s tactical methods,

Th_e Secreta of Succeas!

I de not think I can do better, in a
suminary of the big points of Pudde-
foot's play which give him the right to
ha innlr:ndu:d among the masters, than to
quote hia own words. Scientifio foot-
ball,” he says, “with overy move

lanned ouf, 13 at the root of suceess,
Neover mind the biff and bang stuff which
merely relies in anick sprinting. The
real footballor is the man who can
flatten out & high ball with a ftouch of
one foot, and find a colleague, perhaps
at the other side of the field, with zn

! accurate pass, and who ean see at least

three kicks ahend.”

And, as o Jast word to young readers,
Puddefoot odded, when I asked hin for
a moessage, he gave me this: " Kcep a
cool head and a stout heart. When you
got ‘the ball, keop it until yom =re an
opening or a collcague better placed.”



THANKS TO BUNTER! That Chyistopher Clavence Carboy was erpelled from his Jasf school Billy Bunier {3 cons
vinced—he Enows everytiting, and always will, se long as they inal:e keyholes to doors !  But his ingquisitive interent
in the neio boy's affairs proves wmerpectedly beneficial to the junior whose character he is out fo blacken !

ALL_THROUGH
» BUNTER
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Letter Irom Olderoft !
for Carboy !" remarkedDob

¢ N
O Cherry.
It was morping break at

Greyiriars, and some of the
Remove fellows had gathered round the
rack, to look for letters.

Billy Bunter was there, blinking
anxionsly over the rack through hiz big
spectacles.  Bunter was expecting 8
postal-order, Ho had heen expectin
it quite a long time, and had met wit
many disappointments; but hope, as the
poet has remarked, springs cternal in
the human breast,

There was no letter for Bunter. .Once
more his titled relations and woalthy
connoctions had overlooked the Owl of
tho Remove. But there was a lotter for
Christopher Clarence Carboy, the new
fellow, and ho wae not there to take it.
Carboy had been kept in the Form-room
aftor second lesson for what the juniors
called a “jaw ¥ from the Form master,

. Billy Dunter blinked at that lctter
in great curloaity.

It wes addressed to* C. C. Carboy,” in
s boyish hand, The p-oﬂmark—wz.l'-ieh,
unlike most postmarks, was guite clear
and legible—was *Qlderoft.”

“I say, wou fellows, that's a letter
from Carboy’s old school!™ =aid Billy
Bunter.

“Ilow the thump do you know that?"
asked Harry Wharton,

“I've eyes——"

“TFour " remarked Bob Cherry,

“Beast! That letter’s post-marked
Olderoft, and Olderoft 12 the name of
tho school whers Carboy was before he
came here this term. Ho it’s from his
old school, oo 7"

“Bherlock Holmes the Second ! said
Frank Nugent, laughing.
et Well, ignﬁticc tE‘m 5" #aid Bunter,

I say, you fellows, Carbor won't got

/

e
it

that letter till after class, as Quelchy's
kept him in to jaw."

“I dare say it will keep,” romarked
Harry Wharton, ““None for ws, you
fellows! Let's get out,”

The Famous Five went oubl inle the
quad, Other fellows followed them,
with or without letters, and Billy
Bunter was left blinking alone at the
letter-rack.

Carboy’s letter scemed to interest him
decply.

Carboy himeelf interested all  the
Remaove fellows a good deal, There was
a rumounr abroad that Lie had been
“socked 7' from his last scheol.,  That
rumounr had como to the knowledge of
Henry Samuel Queleh, the Remove
master, and the juniors were assured
that Mr. Quelch was looking into the
matter, ‘There was much curiosity sll
through the Remove to know what

would come of it. Bunter was the most
curious of {.tll. G?Tlﬂﬁlt}f was Dunter's
besetting sin.  His own business was

often negleeted, but to the business of
other fellows Bunter always gave his
best attention, Morcover, Bunter dis-
liked Carboy. Carboy, an incorrigible
practical joker, had pulled his fat log
—raany times, Bunter wns strongly
tempted to tuke down that leiter and
see what was inside.

He hesitatod.
It is well said that he who hesitates
is  lost.  Iaving hesitated a  few
moraents Dunter stretched out o fat
hand to the letter.

“ Postal-order come at last?" inguired
a sarcastic voice over Bunier's shoulder.

“Oh!” gasped Buntor.

e spun round, with Carlboy's letter
in his hand. Hareld Skinner grinned
at bim, He had arrived, with Sncop,
to look for letters, in timo to sen
William George Bunfer annex the mis-
sive for Carboy, of the Reomove.

“That leires’s not for you, Bunter!”
remarked Snoop.

A rousing extra-long complete
school story of Harry Wharton

& Co., dealing with Carboy’s
last few days at Greyfriars,

By FRANK RICHARDS,

= e ol e il e . e el i e i e S i i

“0Oh, really, Bnoop——"

“I can sce Carboy's name on if, fat-
head 1™

“I—-I say, you [ellows, T wasn’t going
to open this letter,” cxclaimed Billy
Bunter, in alarm.

OF course pot!™ agreed Skinner,
“Quite incapable of such a thing, aren't
you, old fat bean?”

*Exactly | I—T took it down——"
~ " Becanse you weren't going to look
into it asked Skinner, in the same
sn:‘:&;tig veln, led

nd Snoop giggled.
* The—the agtg jgm——’
“The Fact is that you're caught in the

giﬂfj act I grinned Skinner.
othing of the sort!™ gasped
Bunter. * The—the fact i3, I--I was

oing to take this letter to Carboy. You
know old Quelch has kept him in to
igw, and be won’t get it till after class.

m going to give it to Lum in the Form-
room 1n third lesson, scel?™

:‘ ]. don't think I"* said Skinner.

‘Some fellows can be good-natured
and obliging,” said Bunter. “ You've
got o rotten suspicious mind, Skinner.
Carboy will be jolly glad to get tiis
letier withont wailing till after class.”

And Dunter slipped tho letter into
his pocket and strotied awav. Sidney
James Snocop stared after him.

“Is that fat idiot really ass ecnough
to hai another fellow’s letter and open
it?" he cjaculated.

“He's ass enough for anything,” an-
swered Skinner. Lot him, if he likes.
That fellow, Carbow, came heore under
Ialsu pretences, and if there's anything
in that letter to show him uvp, more
power to Bunter's elbow.”

“"He will bag a flogging if Carboy
makes a row sbout it.'

“Woell, s flogging will do him good;
he doesn't get half enough lickings."”
sald Skinner cheerfully., * Besides, hLe
may be only taking it to give to Car-
hoy, as ho sags. I'm mot butting in,
anyway."

Lilly Bunter rolled out into the quad
with tho letter in his pocket. Ho sat
down on & bench under the old clms and
took it ont and loocked at the envelope.

The postmark—that of the town near
Carboy's old school—was perfectly clear.
The address was written in a scliool-
boy hand, and it waa ecasy to deduce
that tho fetter came from one of Car-
box's former schoolfellows,

Billy Bunter blinked longinely at the
letter. He wounld have given the postal-
order he was expecting to see what was
inside it. Every man in the Remove
believed that Carboy had been expelled
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from his old school, and that the head.
master of Greyiriars had somehow been
kept in the dark on the subject. Very
likely there was something in that leiter
to prove it
in the circumstances, he would be
justified in opening that letter and show-
ing the fellow up. But he could not
gquite convince himself.

Billy Bunter had & conscience, though
it was & most accormmodating one. &
would read without seruple a letter that
he found open. But actually opening
o letter was a much mora serious matter,
and Bunter was not & rascal. He
blinked longingly at the letter; he
erumpled it in his hand in the hope that
the envelope would come open bf acci-
dent. PBut the snvelope did not come
open, and Bunter, with a deep sigh,
aI}iT:-ped it into his pocket again.

At least he would watch Carboy's faco
when he took tho letter and learn what
he could therefrom. When the hell
rang for third lesson Bunter relled away
to the House with the letter still in
his pocket, unopened. He fully in-
tended to slip it to Carhoy in third
lesson, when the Form master’s back
waz turned. But good intentions are
not always carried out, and any
fellow who knew Bunter would have
been extremely doubtful about tho
ulhifmntn fate of that letter from Old-
crott.

[

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Undelivered |

HRISTPDPHER CLARENCE
‘ CARBOY stood before hizs Form
master’s desk, under hisa Form
master's gimlet eye, and looked
as meek as he could.
For a steady five minutes Mr. Quelch
had been talking to Carboy. It had
been & “royal jaw.”

Carboy did not like it. In the first
place, he was expecting a letter thaé
morning, and wanted to get out of the
Form-room to sea whether it had
arrived. In the second place, he found
Mr. Quelch & bore, But in such matters
a Form master hdd to be given his
head, so Carboy looked his meekest and
listened, with the patience of Jaob,

“Boar in mind what I have told you,
Carboy I'' Mr. Quelch wound up. " Re-
strain this shsurd propensity to practical
joking. Some day it may be your un-
doing.”

“Yas, sir,” murmurcd Carboy.

“Tt has already, I think, made you
very unpopular in your Form.”

“J—I hope not, sir.”

“Tt 13 useless to hope not, Carboy,
when such is obvicusly the cazel”
ennpped Mr. Quelch,

“Ohl Yes, sicl”

“The shsard trick you played on
Skinner in class this morning was nat
in the least humorous,"” resumed Mr.
Queleh. *“ It was simply childish,”

“Qh, sirl”

Carboy looked penitent. Perhaps be
folt penitent, He often did, when it
was too late,

“ Absolutely  childish,” said Mr.

Quelch severely. “To place a jam-tart
on 4 form for another boy to sit upon is
merely ridiculous. I cannot imagine
why the boys laughed. There is no
hamour in such & proceeding.”

Carboy grinned; but the glitter in
his Form master’s eyes made him
instantly serions again.

" Aa % have caned you for what you
did, Carboy, I will say no more shout
tha matter,” eaid the Remove master,
#1 have only to warn you that it will
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Bunter tried to feel that,.

be for vour good to restrain this ridicu-
lous propensity. I may add that, if
you should be guilty of such conduct
aganin during class, I shall report you
to your headmaster for a flogging.’

“Oh, sir1™

“ ¥ou may go now, Carboy !

That waa good news, at least. Morn-
ing break was hall over by that time;
and it was brief enough anyway. As
Cearboy had been eaned already, he con-
siderad that the matter might vanlr well
have coded there. DBut Mr. Quslch, a
very dutiful Form master, had been
talking to him for his own good. Car-
boy felt that he could have got on
better with a less dutiful Form master,

He hurried away from the Form-
room, and went immediat&li( to the
leftor-rack. ‘There was no letter for
him there.

“0Oh, blow " said Carboy.

Naturally, it did not ocour to him
that a latter had been there, and thet
it had boen taken down by another
fellow. .

He went out inte the guad to join &
crowd who were punting a footer; and
it is to be fea that by that time h
had quite forgotten Mr. Quelch's
homily. For when Cecil Reginald
Temple, of the Fourth, strolled by
within easy distance, Carboy landed the
football, with a deft kick. fairly on
Cecil Reginald’'s  besutiful, well-
creased, and expensive trousers. The
mob of Removites rushed alter the ball,
leaving Templs of the Fourth staring
down at his -trousers with horror-
atricken eyea. There had been a good
deal of mud on the footer which had
goma through several puddles. Thers
was less mud on it now—but o good deal
on Temple’s trousers. Temple was the
lass of fashion and the mould of form
in his own particular set; and his
trousers were & thing of beauty and a
joy for ever. And now

Temple walked back to the House to
at the mud off, with feelings that could
ava been expressed in ne known lan-
guage. Mr. Capper, his Form master,
met him at tho doorway,; with a frown.

“Termple !” he snapped. _

“Yea, sir!™ gasped Cecil Reginald,

“Go in and brush vour trousera ab
once ! I will not hava boys of my Form
in such a slovenly condition !™

“QOht I—I—I1—"

“ At once I" said Mr. Capper sharply.

Temple went m. If his feelings had
beon 1nexpressibla before, they were
doubly inexpressible now.

hen the bell rang, Christopher
Clorence Carboy came in with the rest
of the Form, looking gquite merry and
bright. In the passage, ‘Tecmple of the
Fourth gave him a homicidal look.

“What were you sacked from Old-
croft for?” hooted Temple. All the
Lower School, as well aa tha Remove,
had heard the rumours about Carboy.
“What did they kick you out fori”

“0h, shut up, Temple!" gaid Bob
Cherry.

“Wea wouldn’t have a fellow in the
Fourth who had been kicked out of
snother school|” said Temple loftily,
“That sort of thing may do for the
Remove.™

Carboy walked on to the Remove
Form-roomn, apparently deaf. Billy
Bl{lll'lfﬂl‘ rulhud l?.itaar m’m,

say, Larboy—

“Oh, rats!” Carboy went into the
Form-room.

“1 was going to say

“Bay it to somebody else, fatty.®
Perhaps Temple's gibe had irritated
the new jumior; or perbaps ho was
fed-up with Bunter, Fellowa often
did get fed-up with Dunter,

ik

for no

reason that the Ow! of the Remove
could sec. Carhoy went to his place,
and DBunter blinked after him in great
indignation.

“Beast! He can jolly well wait for
hia letter now!” mormured Dunter.
“If ho can’t be civil to a chap he can't
axpect chaps to bring him his letters.”

And the letter remained in Bunter's
pocket durmg third lesson. Defore class
wos over, Bunter had forgotten all
about it. Third lesson dealt with
geography; o subject on which Bunter's
ideas were extremely vague. ‘That
would not have mattered, for Bunter
was totally uninterested in geography,
and did not cara 2 straw whether the
Canary Islands were in the Atlantic
Ocean, or whether tho Atlantic Occan
wog in Canary Islands. DBut Mr.
Quelch tock quite a different view; and
when Bunter teld him that the Ganges
fiowed through the Bramapootra Moun-
taine, Henry Samuel Quelch dgroted a
lot of attention te Bunter; and by tho
time the Remove was dismissed, the fat
junior was in a gasping send perspiring
state; and the letter in his pocket had
;._r:_trtet:i}r disappeered from his recollec-
ion.

— ama gy

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Wet ]

] SAY, you fellows|”

l “ Bow-wow 1

The Famous Five walked on
rogardlesa,

tfﬂﬁmtil

It was tea-time, ] ‘

Tea-time was always a time for seri-
ous reflection, with Willlam George
Bunter. Breakfast and dinner, of
course, were of equal importance. But
those meals were cordered by the school
authorities, and Bunter had to chanee
his luck with them. Tea-time was
different. A fellow could tea in Hall,
or ho could tea in his own study, or he
could tea with a friend.

Tea in Hall was the last resource of
the stony. Tea in the study presented
difficulties when a fellow was short of
cash—which was Bunter's almost per-
petunl state. Tea with a friend pre-
sented still greater difficulties; for in
epite of Bunter's undoubted fascina-
tiong, no Remove fellow ever appeared
kean on asking him to tea.

Bunter had no irksome pride or false
modesty in the matter. He was willing
to ask himsclf to tea with anyhody.
Bometimes hia luck was good. BSome-
times it was not. On the present ocea-
sion it was not.

Bunter had looked into the Bounder's
atudy, and barely escaped an inkpot aa
he hastily retired from it. He had
looked in on Opilvy and Russell; and
Qgilvy had picked up a fives bat; and
Bunter retired without inguiring what
he intended to do with 1. He had
called on Lord Mauleverer, and found
that hiz lordship was sporting his oak.
In hizs own study, Peter Todd was
absent; Peter wag teaing out; and
whoen Peter was teaing out, there was
nothing for Bunter in Study No, 7,
Beforo it was too late, Bunter had tea’d
in Hall, in case of aceidents. Dul {ea
in Hall was & mere trifle to Bunter—he
waa ready for another tea—several teas,
in fact.

An advance in cash, on the postal-
order he had been long expecting,
would have scen him through nicely.
But no cash was forthcoming from any
Remove man. Harry Wharton & Co.,
when he hailed them in the quad,
gimply aceslerated, and left him thero,
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without even stopping to inguire what
he wanted. Perhaps they knew.

“Beasta!” muttercd Buntor.
“They’ra g&ing over to Higheliffe to
tea—and they could take a pal if they
liked. Beasts!"

Tea at Highelife had many attrac-
tions for Bunter. Dut obviously the
Famiuus Five wers not disposed to take
a pal,

unter rolled away towards the

school shop. It was eomothing, at least,
to contemplate the good things he
would hove liked to devour; like o fat
Pori at the gates of Parndise. More-
over, there was & faint chance—a very
faint one—that Mrs, Mimble might
stretch o point for once, and allow him
“tick  till his eelcbrated postal-order
came. Generally Mrs, Mimble was deaf
to the fat junior's eloguence. Still, you
never could tell.

Carboy was coming out of the tuck-
shop with a bundle under his arm.
Bunter did not need telling thnt there
was n cake in that bundle, He knew
that by the size and shape, He blinked

hungrily at the bundle. This beast was
going to tea in his own study, with a
cake—and he was not gmng to nsk
Bunter. Carboy grinned as he passed
him, evidently understanding the -ex-
pression on Dunter's speaking counten-
ance. But he walked on to the House,
and DBunier blinked after him, and
finally followed.

It was true that he was not on good
terms with tho now fellow. It was truo
that it was he, William George Duntor,
who had first etarted the story that
Carboy had been expelled from his last
school. Tt was true that he quite dis-
liked the japer of the Remove. Still,
there were times when ill-feeling might

set aside—whon personal dislikes
and antipathies might be forgotten.
There were such times, and tea-time
was ono of them, Bunter rolled into
the House, and went up to the Remove

assage. 1f he butted into Study Ne. 1,

o could only bo kicked out, and being
kicked out, after all, was no new ex.

erience for William George DBunter.

n fact, he was quite used to it

N

f — Bunter pushed open the study door and entered. The
& next moment a fearful yell
passage. Swish !
Water swamped the fat Removite Irom head {o [lootk
Where il came Irom was a mys
-. there ! *Yoop!™ ha reared, to
) water. * Grooogh I

the h of the Remove
Swoosh ! Splash | ** Yarcoogh ! ™
to him. But i was
Hoooch | W umhlﬂuign o M11M
n b 1]
(Yee Chapler 3.) RS

To his surprise, as he come up to the
Eemove landing he saw Carboy come
out of the study—without hia bundle.

Bunter blinked at him,

Apparently Carboy hed deposited the
¢nke in the study and left it thero, and
did not intend to tea yet. Perhaps he
was going to call some other fellow to
whack 1t out with him,

Ii =o, the other fellow was not Bunter,
[or Carboy passed him end went down-
stairs, apparently oblivious of his
presence.

The sight of Carboy might have re-
called to Bunter's mind the letter that
still roposed, uncpened, in his pocket.
But more important matters flled
Bunter's mind. The problem of tes
occupied his whole thoughts.

He blinked aftor Carboy as the latter
went down the Remove staircass, and
grinned as he disappeared.

Then he rolled on to Study No, 1.

Wharton end Nugent, he knew, had
gone out. Carboy was downstairs.
There would be nobody in the study,

Tae Magner Liepany.—No, 1,082,
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Carboy might return soon—probably he
would, But a few minutes would bo
encugh for Bunter. As a_grub-raider
snd o anaspar-up of unconsidered trifles
he had had much experience. The study
door had been left ajar—Bunter had
only to push it open, nip into the study,
and the thing was done.

He stopped outside the door of Ne. 1,
and looked this way and that way, like
Moscs of old.

The pazsage was deserted. A good
many fellows were in their studies at
ten, iut there wos nobody in the Remova

agsage. ‘The coast was guite clear. If
E‘arhw inguired for the missing cake
there would be.nobody' to say that
Bunter had been seen near the study.
True, he might be suspected, all the
same—when tuck was missing fellows did
suspect Bunter, [or some reason. But
Bunter was accustomed to injustice and
carping critiolam,

He made up his fat mind at last. One
more cautious blink towards the stair-
case, and then Bunter pushed ﬂépﬂn the
study door and hurriedly entered.

The pext moment a fsarful vell rang
the length of tha Remove Bﬁmage.

Swish! Swoosh! Splashl

“Yarovogh!” i

What had happened Bunter did not
know for the moement. It seemed to
that the floodgates of the firmament had
opened suddenly.

Water swamped him from head to
foot. Whater drenched his head, and his
clothes, and ran down his neck. Where
it came from was a mystery. But it was
therel There was no doubt that it was

there. That, indeed, was only too pain.
fully clear.

“Yooop ! roared Bunter. “Em&n}gh!
Hoooch! Wooooch!l Gug-gug-gugl’

Heo tottered in a pool of water. A
shallow tin pan clanged to the foor, It
had been perched on the top of the door,
brimming with water, and had naturally
been dislodged whon Bunter pushed the
door open and entered. N&tur_aily it
had fallen on Bunter. Once d:slnd’gﬁd

from the top of the door, it had ﬂb&iﬁ:ﬂd
the well-known law of gravitation, like
the celebrated apple which excited the
scientific intercst of Sir Isaao Newton,
and started to descend towards the
centre of the earth. Bunter atopped it.

Threa or four study doors along the
Remove passage opened, and fellows
stared out. unter's wild roars .were
heard far and wido.

“What the thump—" exclaimed the
Bounder,

“What the dickens——*

“My hat! Look at Bunter!” roared
Dolsover major. ‘"Ha, ha, hal"

“He locks wet!” chuckled Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Billy Bunter staggered out of the
study doorway. Water dripped and
squelched from him as he moved. Waler
ran down his fat foce in streams,

“1 say, you fellows—groogh! 1 say,
I'm drenched! That beast Carboy—
Dh‘, srikey !l Qw ™

“Ha, ha, hal” )

“Feel & bit damp ¥ chortled Skinner,

“Yow-ow-ow ! That beast——" gasped
Bunter. *Oh dear! Owl The awlful
rotter—ow [—he knew was after the
cake—ow |—that's why he left it in the
study—oooch! He rigged up a booby-
trap for me—- Woooooch !’ .

“Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked the juniors,

“iTain't a laughing matter!” roared
Bunter. “I'm soaked to the skin! Look
at my clothes ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I'm drenched. 1 shall eatch cold—
ve ”]ikaly prneumonia and plumbago—
ow

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Eﬂﬂ-ﬂﬂ!“

“Harve you ioﬂ;‘}weli right 1" chucklad
Vernon-8mith. *You ware grub-rmdmg
again, you fat bounder—*

“Ow! I wasn't—] never knew there
was & ceke in the study! Ow-ow-wow!
That beast fixed it up for me—wow—"

“Ha, hahhal”

“ Beasta

Billy Bunter tramped away in great
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wrath, There was a plentiful lack of
sympathy among the Removites; a roar
of laughter followed him. f:a:rl:m:.rs
japes were not always popular in tho
Bcmove, by any mcans; but a booby-
trap vigged up for a grub-raider quite
won their approval.  In the general
opinion, Wilhiom George DBunter had
got exactly what be deserved. 'The
juniora went back to their studies,
chuckling, what time the Owl of the
Remove crawled dismally away to the
dormitory to dry himself and change
his elothes.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Quite an Accldent !

0 H " ejaculated Bunter.

@ He blinked at the lctter,

In the Remove dormitory

the dreached Owl had stripped

and rubbed himaself dry and changed his

clothes, His Etons wanted a good deal

of drying befora he could put them ou

agnin. He procesded to feel in the

pocketa of the clothes he had cast oif.

Among other thin%s, Carboy's letter

cams to light. ntil that moment
Burnter had forgotten its existencé,

The letter, like averything else that
Bunter had had about him, was dranched
with water. Tt was soaked through and
through, and as a natural result the Bop
of the envelope was unstuck. ]

Bunter sat on a bed with the letier in
his hands,

Exactly what Bunter would have done
with that Istter when he remembered
that it was in his pocket might have
been doubtful. What ho was gmni to do
now was not doubtful.  Probably he
never would have disregarded the
twinges ot his fat conscience to the
extent of opening the letter. But it was
open now—practically open. The wet
flap camoe gart in _his fat fingoers.
Christopher Clarence Carboy, quite un-

knowingly and unintentionally, had
solved o ﬁmbhm for Bunter.
Once the envelopes was cpen Bunter

did not hesitate. He drew out the letter
from inside,

It wns wot shrough, and had to be
handled carefully. Bunter handled is
earefully. He spread it out on the bed.
Only the firet page was written on, so the
whola letter was now exposed to the
Owl's curious eyes. It ran:

“Dear Chris,—I've got leave for
Wedneaday, and I shall come over to
Courtfield and meet you in the szame
place as before, the bunshop in the
High Street Scoy about four o'clock.
shall be jolly glad to see you again, old
chap, and hear how you're getting on at
ii;ﬂur new school. I wish you could coma

ack to Olderoft, Chris. I've mentioned
your name onca or twice to the pater.
but he's ms ratty ns over. It's s rotten
shame, and I feel a beast about it~

Bunter stared at the letter. It was in-
teresting enough in its way, but it was
not what he had expected. Thers was
nothing about Carboy being sacked, and
apparently he had left at least ono
attached pal behind him at his old
sohool. The pame of Holroyd was
famiiiar. Bkinner had looked out Old-
eroft in a work of reference at tha
?ublin library in Courtfield, and told his
riends what he had learned; among
other things, that Oldecroft was in
Bussex, and that the headmaster's namao
was Dr. Holroyd. The writer of this
letter, apparently, was the headmaster's
gon ; the “pater ¥ to whom he had men-
tioned to “*Chris ™ was the Head of Old
oroft. 8o the ¥ead of Olderoft was as
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“ratty ' as ever. That might mean that
Carbey bad been sacked.

“Ile was sacked oll right” uuseu
Bunter. “I'm jolly certain of it! Llles
an  absolute rotter. A fellow who
would fiz up & booby-trap for a chap
just because he had a nasty suspicion
that a chap was after his cake would do
anything. I konow ho jolly well ought
te bo sacked from CGreyiriars, and I
jolly well wish he waa™

But why did DLick Holroyd say that
he felt a beast sbout it?  Thet was
rather mysterious. Possibly he had
been concerncd in whatever 1t was that
had carncd Carboy the sack, and bad
been let off more lightly because he
was the Headmaster's son. DBunter con-
sidered that probable.

And the fellow was coming to see Car-
boy on Wednesday—that was to-
morrow, MNot for the frst time.
Bunter remembered the time Carboy
had cut games practice, with con
sequent trouble with Flarry Wharton,
ecause he had a very ﬁ.rtmuiar
appointment in Courtfeld,
he had gone to see this fellow Holroyd
then. In fact, it was certain that he
had. Why couldn't he lct the chap
come to Greyfriars to sco him, if it
wasn't fishy?  Because the Oldoroft man
might let out the truth about him was
Bunter's conelusion.

Having assimilated the leiter Bunter
blinked at it doubtiully, at & loss to
know what to do with if, 5

That letter had come open by sccident
—practically by accident. In f it
was that japing ass Carboy’s fault that
it had come open at all. If he hadn't
soaked Bunter with water the letter in
Bunter's pocket would never have been
goaked, and in consequence would not
have come unstuck, 1t waa all Carboy’s
own deing—that was quite clear to Bun-
ter. But it was scarcely possible to
conceal the fact that the envelope had
been open. The writing of the letter
was wet and blotched, and in eeveral

laces it had smeared under Bunter's
gt fingers as he handled it. As soon
aa Corboy saw that letter—if ever he
did—he would know at once that it had
been cut of the envelope since its
arrival at Greylriars,

1f Buntor handed it to him, there.
fore, he would know that Dunter had
reid it. In which case a severe kick-
ing was the least that Bunter could
expect. And Carboy might even cut
up rusty to the extent of placing the
matter 1n the hands of authority. Cer-
tainly any fellow whose letter was
opened bt another fellow was abso-
lutely certain to make a terrific shindy
sbout 1. And it would be just like
that beast, and other bceasts, too, to
make out that Bunier had opened the
letter, when, as a matter of fact, ho Liad
only taken it from the rack to oblige
Eari)o , and Carboy had * practically”
npﬁneg it himself.

There was no doubt that Bunter de-
served to be kicked; but he hated the
idea all the same. Give every man his
deserts, savs, the sage, and who shall
escape  whipping?  DBuuter, at all
events, did not want lhis deserts. He
had o strong objection to getting what
ha deserved for purleining and reading
Carboy’s letier, To give thoe letter to
Carboy now was ko ssk for it. DBunter
did not mean to ask for it. When he
left  the dormitory the letter wos
crumpled in his pocket, and he had no
lenger any intention whatever of hand-
ing it over to Christopher Clarence Cae-
boy., A fellow could pot be axpected to
ask to be kicked.

When DBunter came down to the Re-

move possage he glaneed in at the open
doorway of No. 1 Study. Carboy was

h
o doubt ad

there, and Kipps of the Remove was
with him, and they were finishing the
eake. Carboy grinned st the sight of
the wrathful fat face outside the study,

‘; Wet afterncon—whati"” he called
Qasl,

“ Beast 1™

Carboy chuckled,

“After sll, you wanted a wosh,” he
remarked. " You've wanted one for
wecks."”

" You cheeky rotter !" roared Bunier.

“In fact, I hardly know you now,”
said Carboy. “Your face i3 almost
oican, old chap. Ionest injun!”

Bunter rolled on in deep wrath. If
he had had any scruples concerning
Earbnﬂ’a lctter they were gone now—
now that the japer of the llemovo had
added insult to injury. A few minutes
lator the crumpled letter was squeezed
into a damp chunk, and dropped out of
the landing window into the thick, old
1vy. Bunter's only regret was that ho
couldn’t venture to tell Carboy what he
had done with it. Dut that meant kick-
ing, end evidently this was an occasion
when & still tongue showed & wise head.
And whether speech might be silvern or
not, silence was undoubtedly golden.

——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Sirategy !

ILLY BUNTER grinned the next
morhing when he saw Carboy
scanning the rack in break, ovi-

_dently tor a letter. Carlioy was

expacting a letter, and had no suspicion
that that letter had come and ne.
Carboy walked away with a thoughtful
frown on his face. That day was
Wednesday and a half-holiday, and had
Cachkoy recoived his letter he would have
gons down to Courtfield that afternoon
to meet his formor school-fellow st the
bunshop. Now it was not likely that he
would go, &3 he knew nothing of the
appointment Holroyd had made.

Dick Holroyd, after a long journey,
would find nobody at the bunshop to
meet him—rather an unpleasant expori-
ence for the Olderoft fellow. But
Bunter did not mind that. He was not
given to worrying over other people's
troubles.  In [act, he grinned nt the
wdes of the headmaster's son from Old-
croft sitting in the bunshop wailing for
the fellow who would wot come. That
beast, Carbay, deserved it all.  And
probably his friend from Olderoft was
another beast who deserved it, too.

Bunter was thinking that morning.
His inquisitivencss regarding Carboy's
" past " was as keen az ever. And sinee
the incident of tho booby-trap in No. 1
Study Bunter felt more strongly than
ever that a fellow who had come to
(zreyfriars under false pretences ought
to he shown up. Carboy, obviously,
would not keep the appointment at the
bunshop now : but the brilliant idea had
oceurred fo Bunter of keeping 18 him-
self. A clever, sagacious, intelligent
fellow like DBunter would be abla to
draw the facts out of the Olderoft fel-
low, and place the matter bevond doubt.
Whatever it was that had happened te
Carboy al his old achool, it was certain
that Dick Holroyd knew zll about it
Bunter had only to pump the fellow,
and pass on tho result to all Groyfriars,
That, no doubt, would make Christo-
pher Clarence Carboy properly sorr
that he had drenched a fellow wit
waler, on g nasty suspicion that the fel-
low was after his cake,

After dinner that day Bunter thonght
it over further, and made up his fat
mind. Holroyd was to be at the bun-
shop at four; Bunter was going to be

there at four also. That Carboy would
not be on the spot he soonu ascertained.
IHarry Wharton & Co. were playing the
Fourth st foolball that afternoon, and
the captain of the Remove offercd Car-
boy & place in the team. The Form
match with the Fourth was a trifling
matter to the Remove, who were mcous-
tomed to walking all over Temple &
Co. ot gemes. And on such ocousions
the mighty men of the Remove eleven
stood out to give the smaller fry a
chanu:-g_. At three o'clock Billy Bunter
saw Carboy line up with the Remove
footballers, and grinned as he saw him.
Uhristophier Claronce Carboy was safs
for the aftcrnoon now.

Having seen the ball kicked off Billy
Dunter rolled away from Little Side,

and started for Courtfield. It vas
rather & long walk to the town for
Bunter, and he was pufing and perspir-

ing by the time ho arrived at the bun.
shop. It was well past four o’clock
when he arrived there: but he had no
doubt that the Olderoft fellow would be
waiting.

EBunter rolled into the bunshop, end
blinked over the customoers at the littla
tables in scarch of Holroyd. At a table
near the door a schoolboy sat with his
eyca on the people coming in, evidentiy
expecting  somebody. unter could

uess casily enough that this was the
ellow ho sought, and he blinked at him
very curiously. Dick Holro d, if it was
he, was & good-locking, pleasunt-faced
fellow, with a rather weak chin and
irresoluto mouth—not & fellow of
strong character, as oven Duuter could
see, but very pleasant and agreeabls
to look at. It wes past four, and
Bunter noted that the schoolboy was
looking & litile anxions mnd worried
occasionally as he watched the people
who came in st the door, and hardly
touched the cake and fg":l'rgﬂr-pﬂp that
stood on the table before him. No
doubt he was wondering why Lia friend
did not come. Bunter relled up to the
table at last, and the schoolboy glanced
at him inguiringly.

“You're Holroyd?™ asked DBunter.

"ﬁq’n'a my m:;m:ai;’ ;

“ Waiting for Carboy "

“Eh? ia'es."

“I've come instead.”

“Oh

Bunter sat down at the little talle
opposite the Oldcroft fellow., He was
fecling very satisfied, S0 far his task
had been easy cnough.

“Carboy's awlully sorry he can't
come,” continued Bunter. “The fack
ia he was wanted for {footer this
afternoon.”

“Ch!" said Holroyd, plainly dis-
appointed and disconcerted.

“Ba I cameo along to tell you,” ex-
plained Bunter. * Carboy's—ahem !—a
great friend of mine. We'ro great pals,
in fact”

“0Oh!" repeated Holrowd.

“hiakes a fellow jelly thirsty, walk-
ing here all the way from Greyfriars”
remarked Bunter, with an cye on
Holroyd's glass of ginger-beer.

i DEH:"E ib?”

“It does! I'm frightfully dry ™

DBunter piched up the glass,

As Holroyd raised no cbjection, he
emptied it. He sighed with satisfaction
as he set down the glass.

“That's good ! he said- I could do
with another.”

“Plenty here, if you want it!” said
Holrovd., “*There's the waitress,”

wanter did not call the waitress. Hae
romembercd his  experience a  fow
weeks earlier, in that same bunshe
with Carbov, when hoe bad glven recks
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less ordera, with the intention of land-
ing the bill on the new fellow. It hnd
led to dicaster. Bunter was not kecn
on repeating that experience. This
fellow, he eoncluded, was just such an-
other beast as Carboy. fter Bunter
had walked all the way from Grey-
friars to oblige him, he couldn’t stand
loger-pop. G
3' scnd me any message’?

a fellow a

“Did Car
asked Holroy

“Only that he couldn't come.”

“Qhi"

“ Awfully sorry, and all that,” added
Bunter. “You see, ho couldn’t get out
of playing in that football match., The
fellows wanted him."

“So he's going in for football at
Greyfriars? said Holroyd, *“Hea never
told me so.” The Olderoft fellow was
disappointed and worried. “ Why didn’t
he answer my letter and tell me? It'a
no joke to come here all the way from
Olderoft for nothing.”

“Didn’t he answer
smiled Bunter. .

“No., As I had no answer, T tock it
for granted that he would be here.
Tt's rather rotten.™

“Must be,” agreed Bunter. "Of
course, ¥ou can't go on to Greyiriars
to see him, ¢an youli”

I;Iﬂ]myd looked at the Owl rather

uickly. ;

N It might lead to thinga coming out,
mightn't it ¥’ pursued Bunter, Dick

“Has Earl.;gg told you——"
Holroyd paused. .

" Everything,” said Bunter genially.
"I'm his dearest pal, you know—
.chums, and all that. I'm stand-

him against practically the
orm. Beel”

“Y don't see,” answered Holroyd,
with & stare. “Do you mean that fel-
Jows are dowh on him at his new
sehool 1 4 .

“Didn't you knqw?” fenced Bunter.
h;;f?i course not. Why should they

¥ I¢'s come out, you know.

“What's come out?” asked Holroyd
irritably.

 About why he left Oldersft.™

*Oh, hat [*

Holro sat and stared at Bunter
across the table. Evidently the Owls
f_:hament had surprised and disturbed

i,

Bunter®s heart beat faster. Ha was
getting on famously with the “pump-
mﬁ" cperation.

You zee, a fellow happened to zee n
letter from Carboy’s pater that men-
tioned about his having to leave Old-
eroft,” he said. i

“My hat] Do Ifellows spy into one
another's letters at Greyfriars? asked
Holroyd, with & curl n’?ﬁm lip.

“It was by chance, of course, JI—"

“Yout” said Holroyd.

“I mean,” I=—Iw=— The fellow szaw
the letter by chance—quite an accident.
Anyhow, it all came out; and a fellow
gave it away to the Form master.”

“Oh

“That's Quelchy—a dry old stick,*
said Bunter. “Quelchy hasn't said any-
thing, so far; but the fellow:z all know
that he’s got his teeth into it, and is

your letteri”

ﬁm
I'gnla

going to worry it =ll out”

.‘*-:_ﬁn“ said Holroyd blankly.

His face was full of dismay now.
Bunter, feeling that he was closa on

the track of the sceret, was almost
trembling with eagerness.

“You see, that man Carboy has set
2 tlt?et of fgﬁﬂwa daga_imttﬁ]ing,hwitgi hi‘;
rotten japing and prac jokes,” sai
Bunter. "Ogl;lg yesterday he fixed up a
booby-trap and drenched a fellow with
water from head to foot™
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Holrayd grinned.

“That's ltke him,” he said. “He
was like that at Oldcroft. Look here—
by the way, you haven't told me your
name,”

Bunter hesitated a moment. Soonor
or later, Holroyd would see Carboy;
und when that happened Bunter cer-
tainly did not want it to transpire that
he, Williamm George Bunter, had kept
the appointment in the bunshop; 1t
would be only too plain an indication
of what had become of the lost letter,

“Wharton!” he said, after that brief
moment's hesitation. “I'm Wharton,
you know.*

Holroyd stared at him,
surprised, :

*Carboy's mentioned your name to
me,” he said. * He told me that Whar.
ton was captain of his Form at Grey-
friars.” '

“Oh! Yes; exactly.”

“Last time I saw him he was on
rather scrapping terms with Wharton,
from what he told me.”

“0Ohl Yes. We—we've made it upl”
sfammered Bunter.

Holroyd was still staring at the fat
Removite. Obwviously, Bunter did not
tally with the description Ca had

iven him of tho captain of the

emove. He cortainly hsd not ex-

ected Wharton to be a fal, unwilldy
ellow in glasses, Bunter reslised that
he was treading on thin ice, and wished
that he had given some other namoe.
But it was too late to think of that
oW,

“Carboy waa sent to Coventry by
most of the Form,” Bunter went on
hastily. “Then he made the fellows
beliove that he was a millionaire, with
one of hia stunts, and a lot of them
came round.”

Holroyd laughed.

“Nice lot!” ho said.

“Now they're mors down on him
than ever,” went on Bunter. *One of
them gave him away to Quelchy.
Skinner, I f ut, of course, no-
body knows, won't be much
longer at Greyiriars.”

“Ehl! Why noti* \

“Quelchy saw the Head about it at
once,” said Bunter. “All the fellows
know they chawed it over. Nothing's
been done, so far—but something’s

ing on behind the scenes—we all

now that, The chopper may come
down any minuate now. Of course, &
follow who's been furned out of
another achool can’t come to Grey-
friars. He must have taken the Head
in somehow, ©Old Locke's rather an
cld donkey; but, of course, he will be
wild apnd waxy when he finds out that
the wool was pulled over his eyes, and
that he lat a man into Greyfriars who
was turned out of another school. As
soon as he knows for certain how the
matter stands, Carboy will be bunied.”

“Oh ¥ eiianutatad olroyd.

“Ha jolly well knows it himself, with
all his cheek and swank,” said Dunter.
“He makes out that he doesn’t caro &
rap, but he jolly well knows he will
have to go, now that it's come ocut that
e was ‘sacked from Olderoft.”

Holrovd stared at him hard.

“You've told me that you were Car.
boy's friend. Is that how you speak
of a friend?”

“Oht! I—I mean—"

"You've told me that Carboy has fald
vou all about it. If he had, you would
know that he wasn't sacked from Old-
croft.”

“0Oh!” gasped Bunter.

He was getting information; but not
precisely the sort he was in quest of.

“He had te leave, as you scem to
know,” said Helroyd., “But he wasn't

evidently

sacked or anything like it, VYou'd joll
well know that if he'd told you as mucj“:r
as you make out. You're spoofing!”

“I—1 meap—" stammered Bunter.

“But it comnes to the same thing, 0
far ay Greyfriars is concerned, I sup-
pose,” said Holroyd moodily,

“0Of course it does,” sald Bunter.
“There ain't a fat lot of differenco be-
tween being sacked, and having fo
leave—" ;

“There's a big differcnce; but if the
headmaster of Greyfriars wasn't told he
will ba ‘bound to get his back up. And
I suppose he wasn't—he might not have
let Carboy in if he'd known.” Holroyd,
evidently deeply worried and disturbed,
gnawed his lip restlessly, “Carboy
must have been an ass to get the thing
talked a}i::uut aﬁ! h!i: i::e}:w *ia;cl'ggal—stili, 1
supposé he couldn’t help it, if some spy-
ing cad got hold of a letter and read
Ib_l‘l

“Oh, reslly, you know—="

"“!'atiiLHall! th?;i fut’ﬂlifuétubg;u now "
growle olroyd, rboy’s going
to be turned out of Greyfiriars, tgﬂt{ﬂ'l
only one thing for me to do.”

Bunter blinked at him, utterly mysti
fied by that remark.

“What do you mean?" he asked. “I
don't seg——

“Mind sour own business ™ said Hol-
royd savaegely., “You're no friend of
Carboy's fromy the way you talk: and
you're spoofing in making out that he's
told you the whole story. That's clear
enough. If you came here to bring me
8 message from him, T'm obliged; but
I'm jolly certain that you came more
than anything else to %ﬁf into what
dﬁatﬂi'::t concern youl ou look that
20r

“Wh y you ﬁhEE b"&!ﬁt_"—"“

'“ﬁa?auﬁ aat ml?g!“

_Dick Holroyd rose from the table,

ked up his bill, and walked to the
uué. Bﬁnﬁr ?}hi[l}, eddnfter[klzl;lln. Hﬂ!f
royd pa a biil, and wa out o
the bunshop, leaving Bunter staring.

. The interview had come to a sudden
end.

William George Bunter, as he rolled
back to Greyiriars, felt extremely dis-
satisfed. Instead of gaining completd
information on the mystery of Carboy,
he was more stified than ever.
Really, it had not been worth the long
walk home. It was a tired and discon-
tented Owl that rolled wearily in at the
gates of Greyfriars

e ————

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
A Vhitor for Carboy !
HRISTOPHER CLABENCE

CARBOY ceme offi the jumicr
foo und in a cheery
mood, and walked to the chang-

ing-room with the other footballers.
Vernon-Smith had captained the
Bemove side in the football match, and
had led tha Remove to victory, beating
the Fourth by three goals to nil. Of
the Famous Five, only Nugent had
figured in the pame, the other four
members of the Co. having stood out to
make room for lesser lights.

Carboy had done fairly well in the
matech, and was responsible for one of
the gosls. He had enjoyed the game,
and went into the changing-room in
choary spirits—not at all downcast, ap-

arently, by the fact that many of the
ellows therse gave him e cold
shoulder. All the Remove had re-
garded him with dubious eycs since tho
rumour had spread that he had been
expelled from his previons school; tho
general feeling being that a fellow who
was not good enough for Qlderoft was
not good enough for Greyiriars.
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‘* Don't come the high horse with me I ** sald Carboy contemptuously.

Wharton.

it

** You're found out [ *
“Yeos,” extlaimed Carboy savagely, ** you opened my letter and read it, and went 10 see the chap who'd written

* Found ont | ™ roarsd

it, to spy ihE my personal affairs [ Wharton's fisis clenched, his face crimsoned, and his eyes glinted. (See Chapler 7.)

For a time he had been sent to
Coventry by some of the Form; but
that had come to an end. But he was
under a cloud, and &8 good meny fellows
il:! t.i'lfn Remove preferred him to keep
his distance. hat however, did not
scem to disturb Garbn)i"s equanimity to
Janjrstgreat extent—to all appearance, at
east.

Trotter, tho House page, locked into
the changing-room doorway, after the
footballers had come in.

“Master Carboy ‘ere?™ azkad
Trotter,

“ Adsum ! gaid Carboy humorously.

“Jentleman wditing to eee you in the
visitors’-room, sir!” said Trotter.

“0Oh, all right!

Carboy finished changing rather hur-
riedly. He mado his way to the visi-
tors’-room, with a puzzled expression on
his face. He had had no expectation of
receiving a visit' from anyono that
afternoon.

“ Dick 1*

He uttered that name in astonishment
23 he entered the room, and Dick Hol-
royd rose from & chair.

“You here, Dicki"

Carboy closed the door, and turned
azain to the Olderoft fellow. His look
showed that he was surprized to see the
Olderoft fellow, and
that he was pleased,

“Yes, I came on,” said Holroyd.

“I'm glad to see you, of course,™ zaid
Carboy. “ Always glad to sce you. But
we agreed that it was better [or wou
not to come here, Dick, 1 don't want

id not indicate

fellows here to get talking fo an Old-
croft man, in the circumstances. Least
sald soonest mended.”

“I koow all that. But I had to seo
vou after what Wharton 1old me——"

“You'va seen Wharton I

“ Didn't
shop to tel
CAUS® YOu Were
alterncon, you ass

Carboy jumped.

“What the thump! Nothin
sort! What do you mecan?
been at Courtfiald 1

It was Hnlmi{!'a turn to jump.

“0Of course T have., T told you in my
letter I was coming this afterncon.”

3 ghath lgttar ?‘; I .

“¥ou had my letter, I suppose?”

*I've had no i&ttnr.'r’ E

“You're dreaming.” said Holroyd.
“YWharton said wyou'd sent him, and
even if you hadn’t, he knew I was thers,
Iiow could he have %nown if you hadn't
told him, and how could you have
known if you hadn't had my letter?
Ars you wandering in your mind, or
what 7"

Carboy's face sot hard.

“I've had no leiter,” he repeated,
“and if Wharton met you in Courtfield
and told you I eemnt him, ho was telling
Hes, If he knew you were there, he
must have had vour letter, if you wrote
ong—->—"

“0Oh erumbs ! aaid Holroyd.

“I esn't make this out,"” said Carboy.
“I've been on mrapﬁin% terms  with
Wharton—he was frightfully rusty. aver

ou send bhim to the bun-
me you couldn't come Dbe-
;ﬂazr'm: football this

of the
ave you

a jape or two—but we've got on protty
go terms einoce then. He never
seomed $o me the fellow to do a mean
thing—only a bit stuck-up, perhaps, but
not & dishonourable fallow 1n any way.
But it',ha got my letter instead of me,

n_._-!

_ ""Well, be must have if you didn't get
it, for he was thero, and he zaid you'd
gent hym,”

“The rotier!” said Carboy, between
his tecth.

“From what he said it seerns it's all
out now, over all the school, that you
had to leave Olderofi. Never mind
Whearton, he doesn't mattor,” added
Holroyd impatiently. as Carboy was
about to interrupt him. “Is it true
what he says, that all Greyiriars knows
that you had to leave QOlderofti”

“Well, yos.”

*“You never let me know."

*What weas tho good?” )

“ Well, I ought to have known,” said
Holroyd. “I1'm told that your Form
master knows, and that he's seen the
headmaster about it.”

“It can't be helped.”

 But it means trouble. Your father
never told the headmaster here that you
had to leave Oldoroft.”

“I suppose mnot! 1 dare say he
thought that the least said tho sconest
mended,” answerad Carboy. *It wasn't
as if I'd been sackedy or anything of
that kind. Thera was really nothing to
hide. But it would have been rather
difienlt about my getting in here, [

THE MAGKET LIsRARY.—No. 1,082,
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suppozo, if Dt Locke had been told
everything. No karm was dono.”

“Y know that. But now the Head
knows, what will he do?”

Carboy shrugged hias shoulders, .

“] don't know! 1 dero say he's
written to my pater.,” He grioned.
#*If he asks my pater whether 1 was ex-
pelled from Olderoft, he'll get his
anawer. 1 wasn't” ; -

“Suppose he gets in touch with my
father, tha headmaster of Olderofti”

Carboy did not answer,

“If ho does, he will get the whole
etory,” said Holroyd, *What will that
mean for you herei”

No answaer.

“For goodness’ saks speak!” grunted

Holroyd., “Can't you seo how this 13
wortying me " )
. “Well, 1 suppose if it comes to that,
i shall havo to go,” said Carboy. “It
can’t be lbelped, if it does mean that
¥Y'm not whining about it."

“It's a rotten position for me.”

¥1 koow." .

“I shall havo to set it right some-
how,” said Holroyd miserably. “Good-
ness knows how I shail face the pater.
T cught to have douo it before—at tho
time. But——"

“(h, wash it out!* said Carboy. “T
stoad by you then, and I'm s-tandmgl by

ou now. It's not your faunlt that I've
zﬂn given away here. Just shove it
out of your mind, and let things rip.”

“1 can’t 1"

“ Besides, it may nob come to thak
Dr. Holroyd made my father talg me
away. DBut my headmaster here isn't
puch a grumpy old stick—excuse me—as
your peter. il-e may take s milder
view, He's a good sort. I shouldn's
wonder if it turns out all right,”

“But if it doesn’t1” )

“\Well, if it docan't, I can stand it
Don't worry.”

The door opened. and Skinner of the
BRemove came in, with Bolsover major
and Sncop. They were grinning.

“1 hear there's a ehap from your old
school here, Carboy,” said Skinner.
“ Any objection to » fellow making his
lcguaii]ntﬁnml" oamed

arboy's eyes gleamed.

"Lnt:u{” ho apswered, “It depends
on the fellow, you sea! Goat out!”

“Oh, let's have a word or two with
the man,” grinned Snoop. * He can tell
us why you were sachked.”

“Get ont!” snapped Carboy.

“Rate!” retorted DBolsover major.
#'m jolly glad to ses an Olderoft man,
What's your name, young uni"

“ Find out!™ enapped Holroyd.

* Look here—"

“Let’s get out of this!" gaid Carhoy,
end he left the voom with the Cideroft
fellow, leaving Skinner & Co. grin-
aing.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble

o AD & pood gamat®
H Harry Wharton asked that
question when Carboy came
inte Study No. 1
Remove,
Wharton had been out of gates that

in the

afterncon, with Bob Cherry and
Jobnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh. The chums of the Remove had
returned rather late for tes, and

Wharton and Frenk Nugent were In
the study when Carboy came in.
Carboy did not answer the question
of the captain'of the Remove. Hia
face was dark and set, and his eyes
gleaming.
Wharton gave him a second glance.
Tee Macser Lisgary.—No. 1,082

Something, evidently, was wrong with
Christopher Clarence Carboy.

“Jolly good game,” interposed
Nugent, =mnxious to pour o1l on
waters that were obviously troubled.
“Carboy put up quite a good game.
Hes gol one of the goals.”

“Gzood ! said Harry, his eyes still
on Carboy's angry face.

Hitherto, when there had been
trouble in Study No. 1, it was
Wharton’s temper that had failed,
Since the time when Carboy had saved
him from a Bogging, however, Whar-
ton had been very circumspeet. He
liked practical jokes and practical
jokers no more than before, and he
was not anxious for tho [riendship of

a fellow wheo, according to all pro-
bability, had disgra himself at
anothor school. But he was mindful

of that good turn, and he was alwaya
very civil to Carboy, and he had set
hia face wery inflexibly against sending
the new fellow to Coventry.

there was to be more trouble in
the study Wharton was resolved that
it should not be his fault, and Carhoy
was 20 oasy-going and tolerant, =z a
rule, that it scemed very uniik«&fr that
trouble would come from his side.
Now the position of affairs seemed to
be reversed, Carboy had come hunting
;nrktmubla. That wes plain from bis
ooks.

“A lettor came hers for me yester-
dﬂgj" said Carboy sbruptly.
harton raised his eyebrows.
“I know that,” he anaweraed,
::ﬂh! You admit itI™
Why shouldn's I? I happened to

I-SEE - ALL

see it in the rack
What about iti™

“Is that all you happened to dot™
sncered Carboy.

“I don't understand wou.”

“I'll make it plain. You didnt
halpwn to take the lettep——™

[y hﬂt?ll

“ And open it and read it"

“What 1 roared Whaorton.
, He leaped to his feet, his eyes blaz-

ing.
“Oh, don't come the high horse with
me !  gaid Carboy contemptuously,
“You can't carry it off like that
You're found out ™
:‘ Found out?” repeated Wharton.
‘Yes, and I'm going to tell you
what I think of you. I'll tell &l ‘the
Remove, if you like!™ exclaimed Car-
boy savagely. *You opened my letter
and read it, and went to see the chap
who'd written it, to spy into my per-
sonal affaira. Now give me the lotter !
Wharton stared at him. His face
was crimson and his eyes glinting. But
angry 4s he was, he was more surprised
than angry.

“"You think I'm a fellow to read
another fellow’s letter?™ he exelaimed.

“1 know you are. ™

“You accuse me—-"

“I've done so. I tell you you're
found out,” said Carboy. “"Do rou
want me to say it all over again! You

yesterday morning.

took my letter and reed it.?
“You Erabious idict!™ exclaimed
Nugent, “You must be of your

rocker to suppose such a thing.”

g | ha%peu to know it’sa a fact,” said
Earhng bitterly. *There's been u ot
of curiosity here to find out why I left
Olderoft.  Wharton's taken hias own
way of finding out—by reading that
letter that came to me yesterday from

an Olderoft man. Much good may it
do him."
“You utter asg!"

“He doesn’t deny it!l" sncaced Car-

T.

Wharton's eyes flazhed,

“Deny 1t!” he exclaimed, "Do you
think I should take the trouble to deny
a rotten lie like thatt If you believe
what you're maying, you're a f{ooll
You dare to accuse me of reading your
letter—""

“0Oh, chuck up the herociesl I tell
you you're found out. If you dida'y
read my letter, how did wvou know
that Holroyd was coming over from
Olderoft to sce me to-dayi™ .

“This is the frst I've heard of it
that be was"

“Oh, pile it on! You'll tell me next
that you haven't been to Courtficld
to-day I encered Carboy.

“Quite zo; 1 haven’t.” .

“Well, I've run into a few liara
since I came to Greyfriars, but you
beat Bunter and Bkinner hollow,”
said Carboy. *“1 suppose you must
have thought that it wouldn’t coma
out. But it's come out all right I've
seen Holroyd."

“1 don't know who Holroyd is, and
don’t care, You've accused me of
taking your letter and reading it,"
said Harry. “I suppoze you know
that you've got to answer for it.”

Gﬂrbﬂ; laughed contemptucoely.

“You've got ifo answer for what

ou've done. It would serve wou riﬁht
if T went to Quelch and reported it.

“¥ou can go to Quelch as soon ae
you like, and I'll come with you " said
the captain of the Remove,

“Well, 'm not_going to do that,

but I'm ng to give you the hidin
of your _iﬂ ?E I've got it in me to dﬁ
it 1" said barbay. tween his teeth.

“Last time wa scrapped in this stud
vou forced it on me. Now-—now you'
find mo ready enough, A fellow who
would read another fellow’s letter—-"

Wharton controlled his angor with

an effort,
“Is it eny use telling you that I
never touched your letier 1" he asked.
“MNone at all, as I know you did."

“That doea it!"™ said Wharton, *1
won't say any more to you, Carboy.
I'm ready at any time and place
like, and you can fix it with Nugent."

With at the captein of the
Remove left the study.

Thres or four fellows in the Remove
passage looked st him curiously. The
captain of the HRemove was almost
white,

*“Hallo, halla, hallel Anything up?™
called out Bob Cherry.

Wharton nodded; but he was too
angry to speak. Ha went on down
the Remove staircase, leaving the
fellows staring.

“His Magnificent Highness has
his magmﬁgmnt back wup!™ chuckled

ot

Skinner, “Who's the happy wvictim, I
wonder §*
“0Oh, shut up, Skinner!” growled

Eob, and he followed the capiain of
the Remove, with a worried brow.

Nugent ecame out of Study No. 1.
and was immediately surrounded by a
orowd of curicous fellows who wanted
to know,

“TFight on with Carboy!” Nugent
exPiained.

“Oh, rot!” zaid Johnny Bull. *Ia
Wharten serapping with him again
over some fatheaded jape

“No. Carboy accoses him of taking
his letter and reading it." Nugent's
eyes were gleaming, 1 hope Whar-
ton will give the cad the thrashing of
his life.”
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"Oh, my hLat!”

“Great Scott! "The fellow must bo
off his rocker!™ ejaculated Johon
Bull. “Ho must be absolutely potty!”

“The pottyfulness must bo terrific!”
snid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh In
amazoemont.

“Well, that's what he said |” growled
Nugent. * And it's fixed to take place
in the Rag alter prep. Wharton will
lick him, that's cne comfort.”

“If he doesn’t, 1 jolly well will!?
exclaimed Johony Dull, “RBut what
ut such a fm:s{ idea into his silly
'I:m.d g

“Goodness knows!”

 “How are the migh‘{;' fallen '
sighed Bkinner. “Fancy Wharton, the

model of the Form, coming down 1o
Bunter’s tricks! Yarooogh!

Skinner wound up with a fiendish
yell as Johnny Bull grabbed his collar
ond banged his head against the
passage wall,

“Any more to say ™ roared Johnny
Bull ferociously.

HYow-ow-ow-ow [”  Bkinner rubbed
hias head and yelled. “¥oun rotter!
Yow-ow-ow! Oh, my napper!
Yooooop I

“Look here, you jolly well let

Skinner alone!”  exclaimed Bolsover
major in his most bullying tone, ““If
Wharton's been  bagging  another
fellow’s ietter—why, what—— Hande
off ! Oh, my hat!”

Bolsover major roared as ho was
grasped on either side by Johnny
Bull snd Frank Nugent. He went
down on the foor of the Remove
passage with a resounding crash.

::Lnu]: here—"" began Snoop.

Are J_yuu-gmn to say the samet”
soared Johony Bull, turning on Sidney
gpéneu gnmp. with 'I:q, il?nk ﬂ}“ made

idney James jum ck in alarm.

“Dh! Nunnol [—"

“Shut up, thoen 1

“Look here,” roared Bolsover major
struggling to a sithio osture an
glnrm at the chums ol the Remove—

look here, I'll jolly well—""

[ 1] Ehut uP-II‘J

“I tell you I'll jolly waell

“You want some more, do youl™
asked Frank Nugent savagely, and
three pairs of hands gmspacfﬂ gnlmmr
major, and his head came sgainst the
ﬂun{ with & mighty smite.

“ Whoop I”

“1f any other absurd ass has any pre-

osterous remark {0 make—"" said

T

urres Jamset Ram Singh, glancing
round.

Mo one had. The chums of the
Remova wenit downstairs to seek
Wharton, leaving an excited and busz-
ing crowd behind them.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter 1= Worriad |

£ H, crikey ¥
0 _Billy Bunter uttered that
cjaculation.

_ His fat face was full of
dizmay,
Buuter had rolled into the Remove
%35:3&3. after his walk back from
eld, which had taken Bunter a
very long time, being punctured with
h:hg rests by the wayside. However,-he
had arrived at last, tired and hungry—
especially hungry. He rolled intnxgtudy
MNo. T in the hope of finding provender
there; but Peter Todd and %um Dutton
had finished their tea long since, and
gone. Buntoer rolled out again, pre-
pared to vwvisit every study in the
Remove passagoe in turn, hoping to find
some fellows sbill &t tea, or at least that

e b b e e b B
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somo [ellows had left something over
from tra—in which case the bungry Owl
would promptly have annexed the
“something.” Dut, famished az he was,
Bunter could not help wnoticing the
excitement that reigned in the Remove
passape.

More than a dozen fellows were in
the passage, talking and discussing ; and
from several of the studies came the
buzz of voices. Something, evidently,
was “on ™ in the Remove, which Bunter
had missed through being out of gates.
And, postponing even the search for
provender in his curiosity, the Owl of
the Remove inquired what it was, and
fairly gasped when he learned.

“Oh, ecrikey!” be repeated. *Oh,

crumbs | Oh, jiminy 1”

Skinner, who had given him the
information, stared at him. Skinner
was fecling pleased about it. He did

nat, of course, bolieve for & moment the
accusation ﬁut Carboy had mado
against the captain of the Form. He
disliked Wharton keenly enough, but his
dislike did not blind his judgment, and
he knew quite well that there must be a
mistake somewhere. But he was very
pleased that the accusation had been
made, all the same, It would bring
down Wharton's swank & peg or two,
ho considered, which, in Skinner's
valuable opinion, was a consummation
devoutly to be wished.

Likewise, it was quite possible that
Carboy might lick him—and Skinner
would have %ifmn &8 week's ket-
money to ges Wharton licked. not,
he would lick Carboy, which was quite
8t much to the good—8kinner longed to
see the japer of the Form thmmtg*hlﬁ
licked. Probably they would do eac
other a8 very considerable amount of
damage, and that, in the amiable
Skinner’s opinion, was best of all. He
was looking forward to a trest in the
Rag after prep that evening.

Bunter's ohvious dismay puzzled him.
What it had to do with Bunier was
quite a mystery io Bkinner.

“The man's a silly ass!" gasped
Buonter. " Wharton never did—" He
broke off This was the outcome of his
use of Wharton's name in the interview
with the Olderoft man ,at Courtfield. 1t
was an outcome that he might have
foreseen, had Bunter ever foreseen any-
thing.

But he had not even dreamed of it.
He hed thought only of saving himself
from a licking. he news took him
guite by surprise.

“How did 3you know Wharton
didn't T” chuckled Skinner. * You don't
know anything sbout it, Bunter.”

“I jolly well dot I—" Bunter
broke off again.

“Well, if you come down to brass
tacks, I darc say you do!™ grinned
Bkinner. "1 remember sesing you
hook down Carbey’s letter yesterday
morning.”

*“ Oh, really, 8kinner——"

*Carboy never got that lebtter,” con-
tinued BSkinner. “What makea him
think Wharton got it beats me fm]lt:-w‘!
He must be a fool |V

“(Oh dear!” said Bunter.

“You should have seen Wharton's
face !” chortled Skinner. “The Great
Panjandrum thinks he's above being
suspected of anything like a common
mortal, you know. It took all the wind
out of his sails. Ha was gquite pale—
eves flashing like a chap on the films.
His pals are az wild as vou like about
it. Carbov’s booked for & high old
time."”

“Serve him jolly well right!” gaid
Bunter. “He drenched me with water
vesterday, making out that I was after

*

his measly cake! It shows he's got a
low, suspicious mingd "

‘They had e scrap before,” said
Snoop, with a Elrm. “Wharton got tho
best of it, but he wasr awfully knocked
up and marked. Carboy's got l‘:\'l,ﬂ'l'.ltj' of
go in bhim: He will give Wharton
something to remember him by.”

“'hﬁﬁ-hn even lick him,” said Bkinner
hopefully, “ ¥You nover can toll—thore's
n Jot of luck in these things. It will

take him down a peg if he's thrashed.
What & game ™

“I—I say, you [ellows, that idiot
Carboy's making a silly mistake!”
stairnmeored Bunter,

Skinver eyed him narrowly.

“You're mixed up in it somehow,
Bunter,” he said. “ You've been up to
something, I know that.”

“0h, really, Bkinner——*

“If you wank to stop the fight, you
can own up,” grinned Bkinner, * You'll
get "what Carboy’s got in store for
Wharton if you tell him that you had
his lotter.”

“I—I never had it !” gasped Bunter.
“I'm prepared to swear that I never
oven saw 1t in the lotter-rack! You can
bear me out, Skinner—you were there
at the time

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner.

“Blessed if I sce anything to eackle
ot ! Besides, I only took it to give it
to Carboy in the Form-room, as I told
you. And I'd have given it te him,
only he was such a beast, and then
Qualchy regged me and I forgot. It
was Carboy’s fault the letter came open,

It oame oDen,

too. "

“Oht did
chortled Skinner.

“No! Of course not | .Nothing of the
kind! You see, I never had it!"
gasped Dunter

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Beast |

Bunter rolled away in & worried
frame of mind. Bkinner grinned after
him, and winked at Snoop.

“Bunter had that letter, of courss”
he said. “ He's somehow meade Casboy
believe that Wharton had it. How on
carth did he wangle that1”

“Goodness knows [ said Snocop.

“The fat freak’s got more brains than
I ever believed.” said Skinner. * He's
wangled this somehow, and I can't

ness how. We needn't say anything,

noopy—no bizney of ours.”

“No fear |” agreed Enmgi

BillnBunter rolled into his study 1n a
dismayed snd worried state. ﬁunb&r
was not & very pardicular youth, or a
very conscientious youth. But his
faunlts, whose name was legion, were
chiefly due to obtuseness. He did many
things for which ho deserved to be
kicked, but quite without realising that
ha deserved to be kicked for them. On
the present occesion DBunter realised
guite clearly that if he let the fight take
place between Carboy and the captain of
the Remove, as a result of his deception,
he would be acting in an extremely
shabby way Other fellows would have
used & stronger word; but oven Bunter
could sea that his conduct would bo very
shabby. Conseciously, the Owl of tho
Remove never did shabby things. Un-
consciously, he did a large number.
But he could not be unconscious this
time of the shebbiness of his conduct.
and it worried him deeply. ]

But to own up was jmpracticable.
Carboy would kick him for purloining
the letter; Wharton would kick him for
using his name. It was rotten all
round, and it worried Bunter. He had
not raal'.l;r mearnt any herm in borrow.ng
Wharten's name. e had borrowed it
becnusa it had been the first that came
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tnto his head, and it was necessary to
eonceal his own. He had not had the
remotest idea that there wonld be all
thiz fuss about it. That beast, Carboy,
must have seen that other beast,
Holroyd, since the meeting et the bun-
shop ; and the other beast had told him.
A fellow could not bo expected to fore-
gee that—Bunter, indeed, could not be
expected to foresce ml:..'!:i]ing.

“0Oh dear!” mumbled Bunter.

Peter Todd came into the study, and
found the OUwl of the Remove sitting in
the armichair, with a deep wrinkle in his
fat brow. DBunier was plunged in
troubled thouglhit—to such an extent that
he had actually forgotten that he was
hungry,

“Hello! What's tho jolly old trouble,
fatty " asked Peter. ™ DBeon butting
into booby-traps again " f

“1 say, eter—"  Bumier hesi-
tated. “I say, I hear that Carboy's
gning to fighh Wharton over that letter

e lost—

“Did he lose a letter?” asked Peter.
“He's going to fight Wharton, that's a
cert; and he's going to got the hicking
of hia lifa, T hope!’

*“He's making & mistake, you know,”
venturcd Bunter,

“I know that, and all the Remove
knows it] Misteke or not, he descrves a
thundering good hiding for making such
an eccusation!"

“ ¥Yes, thet's 30, said Bunter, rather
comforted. “"He's a suspicious beast,
f_utar.kﬂHa suspected -iihat I was after
his cako yesterday—

W od hidi 14 do hi

olly good hiding wou o him
t:nr.'l!’J said Bunter. "I don't see that
I'm called on to interfere.”

Peter stared at him.

: ;:Yuul What have you got to do with
t. 3

“(Oh, nothing " said Bunter hastily.

“Do vou know anything about iti*
asked Toddy suspiciously, *It seems
that & letter for Carboy was taken by
some . You're the only man in the
Form who would do a thing like that!"

“Why, you beast——"

Bunter rolled out of the studsl’ Peter's
glance following him doubtfully, He
rolled along to %tudy No. 1, and found
Wharton and Nugent there. The ox-

ression on Wharton'sface banished any
idea Buntor may have had of owning
up to the truth,

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Oh, get cut, Bunter!” said Nugent
crossly. " Don’t bother now!”

“Y say, Herry, old chap—"

“Don't worry I

“Ii that's what you call civil, Whar-
i‘ﬂﬂ_”

“For goodness’ sake, don't bother,
Bunter!” said the captain of the Re-
move irritably.

. “I hear you're going to Gght Car-
uF. kd |

“Yes: dey up!”

 About that latter——" iﬁﬂrs:inl:ed Bun-
ter. "My opinion is, old chap, that
Carboy iz making a silly mistake. 1'd
lat him off, if I wero you "

Wharton stared at the Ouwl of the
Remove.

“*Would

vou miod keepi our
advics till I ask you for nﬁ?"}r he
mﬁuirﬂl
Oh, really, Wharton—"
“Shut tho &m:— after you”
H"E’.h]ﬂ

Bunter rolled away. He found Car-
bay in the Bag, reading—or affecting 10
read—a book. e was quite alone.
There were plenty of follows in the
Rag, but they kept away from Carboy.
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He bad not been popular before, but
now his unpopularity was complete,
Hiz accusation against Wharton was
the last straw.
_With the excoption of a few fellows
like Skinner and his friends, every man
in tho Remove regarded that accusation
with contempt and derision, and they
made their opinion quite plain, Thero
was quite a wide space round Chris.
topher Clarence Carboy when Dunter
rolled over to hiwm.

“1 say——"" Legan Bunter,

Carboy looked up from his book.

“Hook 111" ho said briefly.

“1 was going to say—"

“Well, don't!”

“Look here, Carboy, you're making a
ml!;.r mistake about Wharton—"

“What do you know about it?"

“{Oh, nothing !

*“Then shut up!™

Billy Bunter blinked at him and
rolled away again. "He had done his
best, in the role of peacemaker, short of
owning up to the facts. That was a
length to which Bunter was not pre-
pared to go.

But ho was worried. It was seldoin
that his fat conscience troubled him;
but it was troubling him now sorely. At
prep in Study No. T that eveming Bun-
ter was buried in thought, and WaS
not thinking of the lesson he was tirepa:-

at ne

ing. He reslly rathor wished
wasn't such an honourable, manly,
sleaightiorward  fellow. en "he

wouldn't have worried zo0 much. As it
was, William George PBunter worried
very 'much indeod.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Diplomaic !

HﬁRE was an iey silence in Study
o. L.
Wharton, Nugent, and Car-
boy were at prep there,

There had been trouble in that atudy
before, owing to Carboy's irrepressible
japing frmlwitias; and at times the
juniors had been on very distant terms.
But there had pever been anything like
the grim bitterness that reigned now,

Wharton's face was hard and set, and
he took no notice whatever of Carboy's
presence in the study. The fight was
booked to take place safter prep, and
Wharton was bitterly resclved to give
his celumniator the thrashing of his life.
But for the present he took no notice of
him, utterly ignoring him; and Carboy
took the same line.

The silence in the study was broken
only b%' the scratching of pens, the rust-
ling of books and papers, and an occa-
sional word between Wharton and
Nugent.

Frank Nugent's wusually kind and
gcn&-natured face was grim, too, Car-

oy's face had lost its usual ezpression
of careless good-humour. He was angry,
sud, like the prophet of old, he felt that
ha éid well to be angry. There was ro
doubt that, when the hght came off in
the Rag, there would be fierce dcter-
mination on both sides, and a great deal
of damage done, whichever might prove
the wictor.

Tha door opened, and a fat face and &
pair of large spoctacles glimmered in.
Bunter blinked into-the study.

“1 say, you fellowg—

NE a.niwsr. s

“ Finishe ep?

“No!* aaidprﬂﬂgunt shortly.

“T'll wait, old chap!”

“You neadn't trouble," said Wharton.

“No trouble at all, old fellow!”

Buynter came in and closed the door.

—-———

Nona of the ithree juniors teok auy
Further heed of bhim. DBunter =at down
aud blinked at them.

“I say, you fellows—""

“Shut up, Bunter!®

“The fact is, Wharton, I've got some-
thing to say to you,”

“Keap it 1

“It's rather important!”

“* Rubbish 1"

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Dry up!”

There was silence in the study agaim.
Harry Wharton pushed away his books
gt last, and rose from the table. Tor
once, Wharton bad “scamped " prep,
Thao presence of Carboy in the study was
an oppression to bhim. Sitting at the
same table with the fellow he was bﬁﬁin
te fight, and whom he intended to I’Eﬁﬁ
to the utmost of his sbility, was alto-
gethor too unpleesant.

“Coming down, Franky 1"

“Yos; ﬁlt chuck it now."

Carboy pushed his books away., He
wag not thinking much of preperation,
as & matter of foact.

“I say, you fellows—" squeaked
Bunter,

Wharton crossed to the door.

“I'm going down to the Rag now,
Carboy,” he said, speaking to his study-
mate for the first time. “I'm ready
when you come down,"”

“I'm coming now.”

“Good!”

"I say, you fcllows, hold on!" ex«
claimed DBunter desperately. “Look
here, it's all & mistake——-?*"

“Bhut up, sss!" said Nugent.

“I know all about it!" urged Bunter,
“I—I've found it ont! I—I know why
Carboy fancies that you had his letter,
Wharton "

Wharton, with his hand on the door
paused, and looked round,

“What the thump do you mean, you
fat nes?"” he asked brusguely. ;
“I'm going to tell you, old chap, it

vou'll give a fellow a chanca to ngnh"-
said Bunter. “I=I can explain tho
whola thing 1"

“What rot!”

“ A fellow used your name——*

“What " _ .

“I'm not going to tell you who it
wae,' said Bunter cnutiumg'. “But I
suppose you can take my word.”

"“You fat idiot!”

" Oh, really, Wharton—="

Carboy's eyes were fixed on Bunter.

“What do you mean by that,
Bunter?” be asked, very quietly.
“What do d:"ﬂu mean by saying that =
fallow used Wharton's name?

"“Come on, Frank!” said Wharton.

But Nugent hesitated.

“Hold on & minute,” he said. “If
Bunter knows anything ahout the matter
we may as well hear it." . _

“What ¢can he know aboul it?" said
Harry impatiently. “What does it
matter, anyhow 1"

“Well, Bunter generally knows every-
thing, and alwayas will, so long as they
roake keyholes to doora™

“0h, really, Nugent—-=>

“Tve asked you what yon mean,
Bunter,” said Carboy. you mean
that the fellow who met that Olderoft
man in Courtfield to-day and pretended
that I had sent him, was only using
Whartou's name, and wasn't VWharton
at all?™ ; .

A light was dawning on Carboy's
mind.

“ Tust that,” said Bunter.

“ And how do you know 1"

*“J—T was there, old chap. I—I saw
it all!” stammercd DBunter.

“You saw the Greyfriars man who
met Holroyd1¥
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with a flendish yell, as Johnny

“ As plain as I zee you now.”

“And it was not Wharton?”

“"Nothing like him."

“Oh!" gaid Carboy, with a deep
breath.

He locked at Wharten., The cold and
contemptuons glance that he received
in return brought a Hush to his cheeks.

“If I've been taken in I'm sorry,”
said Carboy awkwardly. “I can'f
understand it now. You see "—he hesi-
tated., “Will you tell me where you
went this afternoon, Wharton, while I
was ﬁlﬂ#‘iﬂg in the footeri"

“"No,” answered Wharton :ctiio

“Home fellow, who had 1d of

letter and read i, went to see m
gﬁ from Olderofs,” said Carboy.
should never have known lnﬁhing
about it—not for a loog time, anyhow—
only Holroyd came on to Greyfriars to
ros mo, on aocount of what the fellow
let out to him. That fellow gave Hol-
“"E.d his name as Wharton."

he captain of the Hemove started,

“Naturally, I thought it was you,
said Carboy. " What was 1 to think "

“ Anythiog, except that I had scted
in the way you supposed,” snswered
the captain of the Remove scornfully.

“Wharton was out of gutes this ni{&r-
noon with thres fellows,” said MNugent.
“Bob Cherry, or Johuny Bull, or
Hurree Bingh could bhave told you if
vou'd asked them.”

“I can't make it out,” said Carboy.
“The fellow gave Wharton's name, and
Holroyd came here and told me what
he'd heard from the chap, and that it
was Wharton, He'd never seen Whar-
ton, of course. I can’d wnderstand why
the fellow, whoever he wes, should have
given Wharton's name——"

. “Toe keop his own dark, I should
lmafme." said Nugent,

“I—=I suppose so. DBuot *—Carboy

turned to Bunter again. “ You say vou
saw the fellow who met Holroyd #"

1 saw him all right 1™

:“Wﬂ-ﬁ it a Remove man?”

“Well, who was it1"

There was no reply to that question.
Harry Wharion had turned away from
the door now, quite as interested as Car-
boy in getting to the hottomn of the
strange affair.

#If the fellow was & Remove man you
know who it was, Buonter,” he said

guietly.

“0f—of course!

“¥on saw him with the Olderoft man
sand heard him give my name?”

ko plain.™

“Wheoever he wns, must have beesn
the same chep who bagged Carboy'z
lettor,” said Nugent. *“Otherwise, he
couldnt have known that a man was
coming from Carboy's old school this
aiternoon,”

“That's plain enough,” said Carbsy,

and I thought——" 2

“Never mind your thoughts; they
don't do you any credit,” saig YWharton,
with & curl of the lip. “Bunter, if
you're telling the truth I want to know
who it was used my name."

“And I want to know who bagged my
letter,” said Carboy.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Out with 1! Why can't you tell
us?” demanded the captain of the
Remove 1mpaticntly,

“T—I'm afreid !™ stammered Bunter,

“What are you afraid of, you silly
owl? If vou tell me who it was I'il
take jolly good care that he doesn’t
touch you.”

"“The—the fact is—"

“0Oh, cough it up!’" snapped Carboy.
“I suppose it was Bkinner. It's like
oneg of hiz rotien tricks!™

e

L .

i)z

3

Tta

L
! hiy fallen ! ** sighed Skinner, * Fancy Wharton, the model of the Form, coming down to Bunter's tricks
—Yargoogh | ; er wound ng Bull grabbed his collar and hanged his head t the
pm.ng% wall. * Any more to say ¥ * roared Johnny Bull feroclously. * Yow-ow-ow-ow ! ** yelled Skinner. (See

pler T.)

“¥ou needn’t talk sbout tricks,” said
Bunter. " You're as full of tricks as a
monkey."

“Was it Skinner, you fat ass?”

“You've got to give ws his namsa,
Bunter,” said Wharton quietly, "and
you've got to give proof, too. Nobody
would be ass enough fo take your word
egainst even Skinner.”

“"Oh, really, Wharton—-"

“Who was it?" demanded the captain
of the Remove angrily.

. “By gum, if you don't cough it up
I'll jolly well bang your head on the
table,” &napped Carboy.

1=1'm going to tell you, old fel-
low,"” stammered Bunter. *“I—I can

ve it, too. Dut—m-"

“But what, fathead?”

“You ser, 'I_ don't want fo get into a
shindy about it,” explained Bunter. "I
want bothyou fellows to promise, honour
bright, that nothing shall happen to
me if T tell you the whole thing.
Fm jolly well not going to be sct on
and hammered, you know, You can't
expect it. I'm only chipping in out of
good nature, because you two asscs wers

ving to fight about nothing, 1 could
gave held my tongue.”

“Well, that's so,” said MNugent. "I
Bunter's telling the truth it'a rather
decent of him to chip in like this.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“1 agree. Of course, we shall gee that
vou dop't suffer, Bunter—I =shall, &t
east. "

“Well, then, let's have it plain,* said
the astute Owl., “You and Carboy both
promise, honour bright, that nc-thin}g
shall happen to me, and that I shan't
be touched by any chap in the
Remove I

“Yes,' said Harry.

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

“0Of course!” said Carboy.

® Honour bright?” persisted Bunter.

“Honour bright!” said Wharton and
Carboy together. " Now, who was the
fellow?"

"Me!™ gaid Bunter.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Wash-out !

£ DU £
) T
Wharton and Carboy gasped

out that pronoun simultane-
ously.

[ £ Yuu !il‘
echo.

“"Me,” nszsented Bunfer.

"Youl” said Wharton blankly. " Yon
—vou moet that Olderoft man and used
m;,' namei"™

"That's it, old chap !

“¥ou bhagged my letter?”
Carboy.

“Yes, old fellow.™

“My only hat!” gaid Nugent, staring
blankly at the Owl of the Remove.
Bunter had almost taken his breath
BWAY.

“You—you—you fat villain " gasped
Wharton. * . I'll pulverise you info
little pieces!™

“I’E burst you!" welled Carboy.

The twe juniors made a simmultaneous
movement towards Bunter. With a yelp
of affright the fat junior dedged round
the study table.

“I eay, you fellows, hold on!
promised—->"

“Whati"™

“Honour bright!” gasped DBunter,
“You know you did, Keep off, you
beasts! Is this what jg:tmu call gratitude ¥
Yarcoogh! Xeep off I"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Hu%Ent.

“Why, yvou—you—you—"" stuttered
Wharton. : :

“You jﬂ“f well promised!” hooted
Bunter. “If you're going to break your
word—"

“You—you—"" gasped Carboy.

“I'm surprised at you!” said Bunter,
Llinking at them across the table, *1
thought yvou were fcliows of your word,
otherwise I shouldn't have told you."”

Wharton and Carboy stared at him,
or, rather, glared. ey realised that
they had been caught by the astute Owl
of the Remove. A promise was -a
promise.

“*You
Wharton.

“{h, really, you know—"

“You podgy rascal!” hooted Carboy.

"“Oh, draw it mild ™ E&‘.ﬁ? Bunter, “ If
I hadn’t come here and told vou about
it in 8 manly, straightforgard way, you
two silly asses would be hammering one
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repoated Nugent, like an

roaroed

You

fat willain 1 exoloimed

anocthor this wvery
minuta! I think 'f'-.‘.tu
might thank a cha

for hisa kindness an

straight forwardneas,"

Rugent eleklod-
“It's & fair catch,” he said. “"As s
matter of fact, we might have gnessed
that it was Dunter. Spying and prying
are in ks line ™ )

“0Oh, really, Nugent—"

Wharton breathed hard and deep.

“I'll keep my word, jou fat villain,
though you tricked me jnto it," he zaid.
“1f 1'd guessed——-"

“1 was thinking of Shkinner,’
Carbey. “If I'd guessed—-"

Bunter grinned. He was safe now,
and the matter was off his fat mind,

“¥ou had the neek to bag my letter
and read it!" said Carboy.

“MNothing of the sort! I took it to
bring to you in the Form-room. It was
you that opened it——"

“1%"” sjaculated Carboy.

“It came open when you drenched moe
with water in that rotten booby-trap,”
explained Bunter. *“ Otherwise 1t never
would have been opened. I'd forgotten
it was in my pocket, and it might have
stayed there till the end of the term.
It was your fault entirely, Perhaps
that will teach you not to suspect a
fellow of being after your tuck., It
ghows a low, suspicious mind—"

“ Hua, ha, ha!” yelled Nugent.

“Blessed if I see anything to ecackle
at! It was Carboy’s fault the letter got
opened. And I went to Courtfield, out
of sheer kindness of heart, to tell that
Olderoft man that Carboy wasn't com-
ing. It wasz & jolly lnn‘g walk, and this
is the thanks I get!” added Bunter
indignantly.

“ And wh'}v did you give him my
name, you fat rascal?” demanded the
captain of the Remove.

Well, of course, I wasn't going to
ive him my own,” said Dunter. *I
appened to think of yours. I might

have given him Nugent’s.”

“Mine!” exclaimed Nupent.

“Yes, old chap, if I'd happened to
think of 1t instead of Wharton's, ¥You
gee,’” explained Bunter, *the important
point was not to give him my own. So
I had to use some other, and it didn't
matber whose, so far a3 I can see.”

“¥ou frabjous fathead|™

“You fat scallyway!”

“¥ou burbling jabberwock 1"

“It's all very well to call a fellow
naroes,” said Bunter, with dignity,
“I've done the right thing, like an
honourable chap, and this is the grati.
tude I get. I'm accustomed fo ingrati-
tude, but I must say this is rather
thiek!™

Wharton threw open the study door,

“Get out!"” he said briefly.

_Bunter got ocut. No doubt he con-
sidered that he was entitled to grateful
thankse. But, in the circumstances, it
was not judicious to stop for them. A

romise was & promise; but two juniors
in the study were ycoarning to kick him
hard. On the whole, it was wiser to
retreat. And Bunter retreated.

Wharton shut the door after him.
Then he looked at Carboy rather uncer-
tainly. Bunter's confession had put s
vory different complexion on the matter.
Carboy’s face was red with discomfoxt.

“I'm szorry,” he said awkwardly—
*“awlully sorry! 1 suppose 1 might
have known vou wouldn't do such a
thing, Wharton." ;

d“]I think you might,” said Harry
ryly.

“But what was I to think? I never
drenmed that some other chap had used
vour name. DBut I'm sorry.”

Thero was & pausc.

.3

gaid

gcenerosity and

“Well, what about the scrap?” asked
the caprain of the Remove at Iast. “II
you take back what you said—"

“Of course I do, every word, and
apologise,”

" Well, then—"

“The scrap’s off,” said Frank Nugent.
“There's nothing to scrap about.
Bunter's the man to be licked; and you
can't lick him because you've promised

not to. Wash it all out.”™
There was another long pause.  The
accusation  still rankie%l in  Harry

Wharton's mind, though it had been
withdrawn, and Carboy was evidently
sorry for having made it. But the
“casus belli” had disappesred now,
and it would have been ruther absurd
to proceed with a fight for which there
was no longer any cause.

“Call it off," said Carboy. “I've said
I'm sorry, and I can't say more than
that.'

Wharton nodded.

“Let it go at that," he said shortly.

There was a thump on the doeor, and
Bob Cherry looked in.

“All ready,” he announced. 1 sup-
pose you raen have finished prep by this
time? The Rag's full of fcﬁlnws, wait-
lug-”

“The serap’s off," said Nugant.

“{h, my hat "

“I've found out that I was mistaken
and apologised for it,” said Carboy.

Eob looked at him,

“Well, that's all right,” he said.
“But you ought te be jolly well licked
for making such a mistakel"

“You sece—="" E

“1 don't see,” interrupted Iob
grufy. *If you accused me of readin
your dashed letters, you wouldn't get o
by saying that you'd made & mistake
afterwards.”

Carboy coloured.

“H Wharton’s keen on it, I'm not
backing out,” he said,

“Oh, wash 1t out!” said Harry. “No
%ﬂﬂd making fools of ourselves. It waa

unter who had the letter, Bob, and
hé’s owned up to it. Let 1t drop.”

And the matter dropped, rather to the
disappointment of the crowd that had
gathered in the Rag, and especially of
Skinner & Co. Skinner & Co. had
looked forwerd joviully to the enter-
tainment, and they made sarcastic
remarks sbout cold feet. They were
careful, however, not to make those
remarks in the hearing of Carboy ar
the captain of the Remove,

Billy Bunter's worry was off hie mind
now, and, thanks to his astuteness, he
had escaped unkicked. He did not get
any thanks; but, as ho had said, he was
accustomed to ingratitude. And Carboy,
who with great difficulty restrained his
}’G&I‘hiﬂﬁ to give the Owl of the Remove
the kicking of his life, was far from
guessing that Bunter's obtuse interven-
tion i:ﬁ'u'a affairs was destined o prove
remarkably and unexpectedly to his
benefit. But so it was to be.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Marble Eye |

i HARTONI"
w “Yeas, air.”
“FPlease eend Carboy to

study.”

Wharton'’s face set for a moment,

“Yery well, sir.” . g

His momentary exprassion wBf not
lost on Mr, Quelch. The Remove master
looked at him very keenly as he turned
BWAY. ;

It was Baturday afternoon. Beveral
days had elapsed since the day of the
ﬂgﬁ that had not come off; and since
that day the captain of the Remove had
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nol spoken a word to hiz study-mate.
All his old dishke of Christopher
Clarence Carboy  had  revived in full
forve, and he madle vo secret of it. The
fight bad been called off by mutual con-
sent, and Wharton certainly had no
desire to scrap with Carboy.  But he
could not [m‘fgﬂt his oltence, and he
kept the new lellow at more than arm's
length., Now that his Form master had
gent himm with & message to Carboy,
however, speaking to bun could not he
avoided, and Wharton wont out into the
guad to look for hum.

He found Carboy strolling under the
elms by himsclf., Carboy looked up
cheerily enough as Wharton came.

“Qualeh wants you in his study,™ said
Harry abruptly, and he was turning

away with that.
“Right-ho! Hold on a minute,” said
Carboy.

“That's all.™

“ Lot o fellow speak, all the same,”

Wharton stopped impatiently,

““Well, what 1s it1"

“You've got your back up,” said
Carboy.

""We needn’t discuss that.”

"1 admit that you've a right to feel
sore,” said Carboy. “I'm more sorry
than I can say that I misjudged you.”

*No nead to talk about it.”

Y Not if you dom’t want to. DBut I
wish we could be better friends,” said
Carboy. “ All the more becanse I don't
thm!-:+l* shall be at this school much

r ]

Wharton looked at him,

“You mean—="

“That rotten yorn that Bunter spread.
Bomething was bound to come of it, and
now I fancy it's coming.”

“Nothing could come of
wasn't true,” said Harry,

“Waell, 1t wasn't true—1 never was
sacked from Oldcroft. But there's
enough in it to dish me here,” said
Carboy, "“I'd tell you how it was if
you'd care to listen.’

‘Wharton compressed his lipa.

“You've withdrawn what you said of
me, and the matter's ended,” he said.
‘But you can't expect me to forget it,
Carboy, and the less we have to say to
one another the bettep,”

44 Bub__ﬂﬂ

.1 can't stop, anyhow : I'm going over
?:: tHighcliﬂ'u to sce Eﬂurmmygubnut the
ﬂ'ﬂ' H,:I

And with the bricfest of nods the cap.
tain of the Remove walked away. Car-
boy's face flushed as he went. It was a
direct rebuff; but it was not quite un-
expected., Carboy’s face was thoughtful
a8 ho walked to the House nnd went to
his Form master's study.

“You sent for me, sir?”

Mr, Quelch fixed his eyes on him.

“Yes Carboy. I have to zpeak to you
upon a matter of some seriousness.”

. Carboy breathed rather quickly. Ever
sinco the stronge story concerning him
had been brought to his Form master’s
knowladge he had been expecting
trouble. Now be could easily guess that
the troublo was at hand.

“Since it came to my notice, Carboy,
that & general impression was abroad
that you had been expelled from your
pravious school, I have given the matter
a prcat deal of thought,” said Me.
Quelch. “You have denied that you
wers expelled from QOlderoft 1

“Certainly, sir.”

“;[ have consulted Dr. Locke on the
subject, and he was very much surprised
by the suggestion. Sinca that time, I
have becu ohservant, and I find that
instead of the story having died away, it
hos spread more and more. Dr. Locke
15 of opinion that the matter must be
placed beyond possible doubt.”

it af it

Carboy did not =peak.

“The simplest mcthod i3 to communi-
cate with yonr former hendmaster, Dr.
Holroyd, of Olderoft,” said Mr. Quelch.
“1 have sent for you before doing so,
Carboy, to ask you whether you have
anything to tell me. Dir, Locke has left
tho muatter in my hands, as you aro in
my Form. Huave you anything to tell
me, Carboy 7

There was a moment’s pause,

* Nothing, sir,” said Carboy.

“You repeat that you were not ox-
pelled fram your former schoo] 2"

“Certainly not, sir.”

“1f such was the case, it has been kept
from your present headmaster’s know-
ledge, Carboy. I cannot think that that
is 0. Dr. Locke feels a natural delicacy
In communicating with your father on
tho subject—it might zcem to imply a
doubt of Mr. Carboy’s good faith. But
& quostion to your former headmaster
coneorning the ecircumstances in which
you left Olderoft can do no harm."

Carboy’s face was grim for a moment.

“Having received Dr, Holroyd's reply,
I shall communicate it officially to my
Form, if it ia in your favour,” said Mr.
Quelch. “That will put am end,
definitely, to the unpleasant story that is
making you, as it appears to me, an out-
cast 1n_your Form. You will see that [
am acting chiefly for your own sake.”

‘Oh, quito so, sir!” said Carboy.

“Then I shall communicate with Dr.
Holroyd, and you will hear the result
in due course.’

“Very well, sir.”

Mr. Queleh made a sign of dismissal,
and Carboy left the study. His face was
grim &3 he went down the corridor.

“That’s torn it!"" he murinured.

Carboy went out into the quad again.
It was g clear, cold afternoon, and games
practice was going on on the football

move was beginning to think that if
hiz days at Greyfriars came to an end
he wonld aot ba wholly sorry.

In the quad he passed Peter Todd and
Squilf, both of whom looked another
way. He knitted hia brows and walked
out of the gates. His exclusion in hig
Form was beginning to damp cven Car-
boy's exuberant spirits, and lio could not
find solacn, as usual, in planning a jape
on tho fellows who turned hiin down.

It was in a pensive mood that Christo-
pher Clarence Carboy walked across the
graeot expansoe of Courtlield Common. On
the footpath ahead of him he sighted
figuro. Heo remembered that Wharton
had told kim that he was going over to
Higheliffa,

Carboy quickened his pace for a
moment, and then slowed down again.
Ha was feeling the need of company, but
15 was useless to overtake a fellow who
did not want to speak to him and than
made that f[net unmistakably clear.
Harry Wharton disappeared from view
beyond a clump of hawthorns, and Car-
boy, with a dissatisficd grunt, strolled
slowly on. -

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
In the Hands of the Philistines !

ECIL PONSONRY, of the Fourth
Form at Higheliffe Schoal,
threw aw a  half-smoked

: cigarette and whistled softly,
‘It's Wharton I™ he said.

Four Higheliffe fellowa were loafling
on the common, smoking cigarettes—
sufe out of the view of masters and pra-
fects. Ponsonby & Co. were killing time
that afterncon, as they gemerally were
on & hali-holiday, Games practice was

{Cantinued on next page.)

ground. Carboy

strolled  down  to Hdg, Steam J:000;
1 ' {EACIG 4 .54,

Little S8ide. Four Ganged Va0~

members of the] Bl SreamLocs.

Famous Five were | (FI7INg Scotsman)

there, snd all of b

them made it a

point not to observe
that Carboy  hed
come along. Skin-
ner, who was loal-
mg about, gave him
a Juering grin,
which did not dis-
turb Carboy in Lhe
least. But the
a.tmc:s[?hum of the
football gronnd was
not congenial, and
he walked away
again, his hands in
his keta and a
moody frown on his
face. Ha possed
Bunter in the quad,
and with difficulty
resisted the desire
to kick that fat end
fatuous youth.
Havry Wharton &
Co. had definitely
tiined him down

Hlﬂ\'?, ]I:nd it was Te W. BEELIG
Lthroug Bunter's
fatuous folly that Fleags send mo

that last bhlow had T‘ﬁ' Traine

fallen on him.
Carboy’s hasty ac

cusatron against the

captain of the Re-
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going on oy the football ground at High-
cliffe, but the slackers of the Fourth had
dodged it. They wero loafing about the
footpath over the common, with nothing
particular to do, yawning over their
cigarettes, when the captain of the Grey-
friars Remove eame in sight from a belt
of leafless bushes, through which the
path ran.

“0Oh, Wharton!" yawned Gadsby.
“Blow Wharton! I'don't want anything
to do with o Greyiriars ead.”

“8S8amo here,” said Monson. i i
you'rg thinkin' of a rag, Pon—"

“Y am, old bean."”

“May be some of the brutes hangin'
about,” said Gadsby.

“ Absolutely,” said Vav

“You can see that he'
Ponsonby. ‘“Hua's going over to High-
clifie to esee Courtenay, of course—
they’'re as thick as thieves. I've never
been able to put a spoke in their wheel
somehow,"”

“Let ‘em ripl"
#*What's the good of reggin'?"

“Are you sufferin’' from cold feet, old

» wWhen we're four to one?" asked
Fonsonby unpleasantly. *Those Grey-
friars rotters generally go sbout in o
gang

our.
alone,” said

awned Vavasour.

, and wo don’t often get & chanes of
gettin’ one of them alone. We're not
missin’ this,"

Pon's comrades did not look en-
thusiastic. But Pon was in & mood to
hunt for trouble, and his word was
generally law in his set at Higholiffe.
And it was, as Pon E-oinhad out, & rare
chance of paying off old scores. The
Highelifians were four to one, and they
were quite untroubled by any considera-
tions of fair play. So they closed up
in the path and waited for Harry Whar-
ton to come up.

Wharton sighted them as he came on,
and was seen to pause for & moment.
But the pause.was brief. Hé came
directly on.

grinned.

*Too jolly lofty to dodge us,” he re-
marked sarcastieally. “He knows he's
buttin® into troubls, but he wouldn’t turn
back for giddy worlds. Pride goeth
bofore destruotion, my beloved 'earers,
and a haughty spirit before a fall”

And Pon's comrades chuckled.

Harry Wharton came on and found
the four Hiphelifians grouped in the
fq-ntfath, evidently intending to dispute
his further passage. He moved off the
path into the grass 1o go round them;
and Pon & Co. moved at the same time,
blocking his way sgain. Wharton came
to a halt.

"Will you let me pass?™ he ashked
quietly. N

Pon winked at his chums.

“Will we?” he asked.

*1 don't think!” observed Gadshy.

% Absolutely 1" grinned Vavasour.

“The fact is we're yearnin’ for your
company, old, t.hmﬂ',’ sgid Ponszonby.
“We're out of sight of our kind
masters now, g0 we needn’t be so par-
ticular as usual about avoidin' low
company.”'

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co.

“Of course, we'd hardly care to_be
scen speakin' to you,” continued Pon.
“But in a lonely place like this, why
not? Nobody can ses usz here, and we
can_have a little friendly chat without
lettin’ curselves down.”™

The Highclifians grinned cheerily.
There was no doubt, in Pon's sclect
circle, that Pon had a retty wit,

“Last time you campo to Higheliffe
to pley footer you brought & black eye
with you,” went on Pon. "“I'm glad
to see i1t's cured. Even a Greyfriars
man ought to have some regard for
Appesrances. Still, . I'm thinkin® of
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givin' you another to match the cnc
you've lost.

Wharzrton's lip curlad,

“You're welcome
answered.

“I'm goin’ to,’
fellows will stand
play.”

“Rather a new expericnce for lhetn
if they do,” said Harry.

“Sarc!” said Ponsonby. *“ He's bein’
sareastic, you men. I'm goin’ to give
him somethin’ to cure all that.”

“Look here, don't play the goatl”
gzid Ilarry impatiently. “I've got to
ﬂ:t over to Higheliffe to sce Courtenay.

'hy can't you chuck this silly rﬂ.ggln?,
Ponsonby? 1 don't want any trouble
with you."”

*“MNoturally—in the giddy eireum.
stances,” agreed Pon. “] dare say
you'd be quite keen on it if you had the
ather rufbans with you. You men,
stand round in a ring aond see fair
play.”

“What-ho!" said Monson.

" Absolutely 1™

Wharton set his Hf' :

“"T'm going on,” he sald. *If sou
don’t get out of the way, Ponsonby,
you'll got shoved out of itt"

““Bhove away " said Pon,

Wharton was as good as his word.
He came striding on; and as Ponsonby
did not stir, he came into immediate
collision with that elegant youth. Pon-
sonby struck out at once, and Wharton
hit out in return, and the next mdément
the two were fighting furiously.

Possibly Pon nourished a faint ho
that he might be able to deal witk the
captain of the Greyfriars Remove con
his own—in which ocaze Pon would
have wanted only a fair field and no
favour. But that hope, if he nourished
it, deserted him as the Greyfriars
junior knocked him nﬁht and left. For
two or three minutes Ponsonby stood up
to it, and thon he went down heavily
into the grass, panting and gasping.

“Pile on him!" ha yellad.

Monzon and Gadsby and Vavasour
rushed on at once.  Wharton ang
back, hiz hands up and his eyes gleam-
ing over them.

He met the attack of the three High-
cliffians dauntlessly; but the odda were
too heavy, and he was driven ;
Ponsonby scrambled to his feet and
joined in again, and then the Greyiriars
fellow was hard preased.

to tryv,” he

]

agreed Pon, *These
round an' seo farr

“You rotters!” he panted. *What
about fair play?”
“83crag him "' was Ponsonby's answer.

With a rush the four Highcliffiang
closed on Wharton, and, in spite of his
strenuous resiztanca, hs was borne to
the ground. Gadsby promptly sat on
his chest, pinning him there. y

“That's better!” grinned Ponsonby.
He dabbed a stream of red from his
nose. “8it on the brute ™

“Ow! Wow!” mumbled Vavasour.
He clasped one eye, nursing it tenderly.
A dark shade was forming round that
eya,

Ponsonby looked down at the strug-
gling Greyfriars junior, with a glitter
it his eyes. .

“There’s a pond a bit farther on”
he gaid. *“Hook him along, and we'll
give him a duckin’. Then he can trot
on to Higheliffe if he likes ™

“Good egg !

Four pairs of hands grasped the eap-
tain of the Greviriars Remove. He
resisted fiercely, but four to one were
too many for him. Btruggling every
step of the way, be was drapgged olong
through the grass towsrds the pond.

“*Rescue !I” shouted Wharton, in the
fnint hope that some Gregfriara follow

might De in hearing.
friars!”

“Yell awa chuckled FPonzonby.
“We'll be givin® you somethin' more
to yell for soon 1™

“Reoscue, Grey-

I

“ Absolutely 1  gasped  Vavasour.
“Ow! My eyel ank the brute
along 1™

And with a scrambling rush the High-
clifisns dragged their prisoncr to the
edge of the muddy pond,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Back Up!

i ESCUE ™
R Christopher Clarence Car-

boy started as that shout fell
on his ears.
“That's Wharton " he murmired,
He stared about him across the com-
mon, The fringe of hawthorn-bushes
hid what was passing from his sight.
Little’ more than an hour agoe Hairy
Wharton had rebuffed him seversly,
and Carboy was certainly feeling zore.
But be it said to his credit that when
that breathless shout reached his ears
he did not hesitate for & moment.

He broke into & run and dashed
ewiftly along the path through the
bushes.

A few moments more and he had a
full view of what was happening. 'The
captain of the Remove, on the margin
of the muddy pond, was setruggling
desperately in the grasp of four Ea?inm
—astrangera to Carboy.

Christopher Clarence did not halt
He ran straight on at the top of his
speed, heading for the scene of action.
Fonsonby & Co. were too busily occu.
pied to observe him till he was very
close at hand. Wharton was putting
up 8 desperate resistance, and the four
fellows together did not find it easy
to toss him into the shallow, muddy

nd, But into it he a:ert.ainiy would
ave gone Dbut for the arrival of

Y.
“Look out gasped  Vavasour.
“Here comes another of the beasts !™
“"Ware Greylriars cada!” ejaculeted

Gadsbhy.
“Hands off " exclaimed Carboy,
eomin with a breathless rush,

u
“Hands nE, you rottars!®

FPonsonby released the captain of the
Remove and turned to face the new-
mﬁﬁrﬁck up, Vav|” he gasped.

** Abeolutely 1"

Carboy found himself hotly engaged
with two of the Highelifians. Wharton
made a ferce effort to free himself ; but
he was exhausted by his hard struggle
and Gadsby and Monson easil pinned
him down. He lay gasping in the
struggling in vain, while Fon and
sour ottacked Carboy lmi.]f.

Carboy was a sturdy fellow, but he
was not & match for two,
Fuund. fghting hard all th

onsonby and Vavasour followed him

rass,
AVA-

“Clear off, you meddlin’ rotter!”
mu‘lﬂmd Ponsonby.

“Rats ¥

Carboy, evidently, was game. He
had to give ground; but when Pon and
Vavasour, tired by their afforts, paused
he immas:iiately took the offensive, And
the Higheliffiane were not by &ny meany
game. A lucky drive right upon Vava-
sour's nose sent him spinning, and he
collapsed in the qmu; and when he
geat up, it was only to clasp his nose

and groan. Vavasour was hors de
combat, for B time at least,
of that fact,

Takin% advantage

Chriztop Clareneoe Carboy pressed
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** I you don’t get out of the wnyi, Ponsonby,’” said Wharton, ** you’ll get shoved ont of it | >

Fonr. Wharton was as good as h

Pon harder and harder; and the dandy
of Highcliffo gave ground fast

“Back up, Vav!" he yelled.

“Owl wl Mif nose! Owl™ was
Vav's dolorous reply.

“Back up, you funk

“Oh dear! Owl”

Vavasour struggled to his feet and
approached Carboy very gingerly., Car-
boy made an effort and drove Fon hard.
Ponsonby was on the margin of the

nd now, and he could retreat no
arther without ing in. IHis boots
were already squelching the mud of the
margin. As he felt—rather than saw—
Vavesour coming up behind him, Car-
boy made a desperate spring at Pon-
gonby, crashing through his defence,
and struek him spinning backwards.

Splash!

* Doooch 1

There was a mighty splash as tho
dandy of Higheliffe landed backwards
in & foot and a half of water, with
six inches of mod under it. For the
moment he disappeared entirely. Ie
came up again gasping and spluttering
and gurgling horribly.

But Carboy had no time to lock at
him. Vavasour had gprasped ham round
the neck from behind, and was dragging
him backwards, punching wildly the
whila,

Carboy turned on him breathlessly,
Vavasour was not of much use as =
Hﬁ‘htlng-man: and he crumpled up under
the fieree attack, Under a rain of
blows, Carboy drove him to the edge of
the pond, and then charged him over
and burled him in.

There was another splash,
purgling howl from Vavasour.

Carboy, breathless, with ecrimson
streaming from his nose, turned towards

IH

and a

Wharton, who was atill secking in vain
to throw off Gadsby and Monzon,

Those two yonihs jumped up promptly
as Carboy came towards them at a
breathless rush.

“Hook it!” murmured Monson,

Wharton scrambled up. Gadshy and
Monson backed warily away, turned,
and ran for it.

“Ow! Help!™ eame in a wail from
Vavasour, strupggling with mud.

Ponsonby serambled and splashed out
of the pond. He was covered with mud
from head to f[oot. Harry Wharton
looked at hita and burst into a laugh.
Vavasour followed him out, moaning,

“My hat! You look a pair
beautics1” grinned Corboy.
“Owl Ow! Grooogh!”
“Owl Wow! Coooch!"
Vavasour trailed dismally
Ponsonby pave the

of

BWaY.
Greyfriars fellows a
fierce and muddy glare, and trailed
after him. Gadshy and Monson were
already at & safe distance: and tho fight
WAS QVer,

Wharton stood silent for a few
minutes, getting back his  breath.
Christopher Clarence Carboy mopped
his noze. It was streaming, and one of
his eyes was blinking pa.in?u!]}r,

“0Oh, my_ only hat and umbrella!”
ejacilaled Carboy. *I'm glad they're
gone! Who were they, and what was
the row about?

“Highcl:ffe cads!” zaild Wharton, He
looked rather oddly at Christopher
Clarence. * Yeu're damaged a bit.”

“ More than a bit, I thinlk,” answered
Carboy cheerfully., “I :chall have a
prize nosel Wow ¥

“1t was jolly decent of you to chip
in like that.”

“What rot.”

* Shove away, then | ** sald

s word, and as the Highelifian did not stir, ke came Into collision with the elegant youth.
Pon struck out at onee, and Wharton hit back, The next moment the two were fighting furlously.

(See Chapler 12.)

Harry Whearton lavghed.

“1 should have %;mﬂ into the pond,
instead of Ponsonby, if you hadn't
coma up and lent & hand.”

“"Lucky T came, then,” said Carboy.
for vou, at any rate—not for
my boko!”

‘I'm nwiully ub]ig&d.”

“That's all right,” said Carbay. *“I
suppose youi would have done as much
for me™

“Cortainly, I wounld.”

“Then there's nothing to talk about.
Going on to Higheliffet”

“Yes; when I'vo put mysclf to rights
a little.” ‘

“Like mo to walk with you, in case
those rotters turn up againi”

“I'd be glad—but—*

“ All serene—we can give cach other
the marble eye afterwards, and pretend
not to notice one another in tho study,™
said Carboy. “I'll walk to Highohiffe
with wou, without prejudice, as the
lawyers any.”

Wharton laughed again

“MNo moro marble eye, ro far as I'm
concerned,™ he said. 1 don't care
whether you wero sacked from Olderoft,
or not: you're : plucky kid, and you've
dones me a good turn, for tho second
time. You made an ass of yourzelf over
that affair of that letter, bul "

“Well, I'vo owned up to that” 3

" Let's forget all about it, then,™ said
Harry.

“Jolly glad te.™

_And having removed, as far as pos-
siblo, the signs of the rough-and-tumble
combat, tha iwo Greylriars juniors
walked on over the common together.

They sighted Pﬂnmnl::i & Co. again
at o distance—and chuckled. Pon and
Vavasour were making frantie attempts
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to scrub themselves clean with handfuls
of grass—without much succcss. The
Higheliffians gave the Greylrinrs follows
savage glares, but did not make any
movement to ﬂ.pjgrmnh them. Evidently
Fon & Co. had had enough for the day.

[ S

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Slight Misapprehension !

ad HEY'VE been at it!”

l Skinnor made that remark,
with a grin, as Christopher
Clarence Carboy came into the

Hpuse. i
It was plain that Carboy had been in
the wars. His nose rather resembled a
cauliflower in shape, and a tomato in
hue. Undoubtedly Cerboy had collected
a prize nose from somewhere that after-

JO0n.

“Eh! Who've been at iti¥ asked
Snoop.

! "Fhmtun and that new cad! Look
at his nose.”

Snoop looked at Carboy’s nose, and
chuckled.

“Somo boke!" he remarked,

“I noticed him clear off out of gates
eocn after Wharton,” smiled Skinner.
“ 1t was bound to come, Xm: know—and
I can't say I'm sorrr. good lick:
each i3 exactly what they wanted,
hope he's given Wharton 8 nose to
match that.”

Carboy stopped at the tap at the end
of the passage to bathe his nose,
which certainly needed sttention, Dath-
ing 1t did not seem to do it much good,
however, It was likely to renwmin a
prize nose for some time. )

“Who got the best of it?” Skinner
nsked. Bkinner was not on speaking
terms with Carbay, but he omitted to
remember that, in his keenness to know
what had happened out of gates.

“Thanks for asking; I did,” answered

arboy.
Yoo licked him?™

“My hat!
"'Ql-.lit{‘-'."
“Gratters!” grinned Skinnor., “ Where
did you leave him **
“On the common.”
“You really licked him—honour

bright "

“EKlmckﬂd him into the pond, st an
rate,” said Carboy cheerfully., *An
after he erawled out, he didn't want
nn; more. I suppose that's what you'd
calt licking him, isn't 17"

“In that muddy pend on Courtfield
eommon 7 cxclaimed Snoop.

“Yes—it was muddy enough.”

“He must have locked a sight whon
be got out.”

T ej?l;.r well did.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner. " And
he was going to Higheliffe to sea that
rian Courtenay. Did he go on to High-
eliffa 1

“Well, the last T saw of him, he was
scrubbing himself down with grass,®
suswered Carboy. “I dare say he went
on to Higheliffe afterwards.®

“Hs, ha, ha!”

Skinner felt that he almost liked
Christopher Clarence Carboy at that
moment. He walked away to sprea
the glad news: and Carboy went on dab-
bing his nose, grinning as he did so.
Bkinner ﬂh\'iﬂusi had concluded from
his remarks that ho had knocked Harry
Wharten into the pond on the COmmOon,
snd left the captain of the Remove
scrubbing  himself down with grass.
Carboy, certainly, had not said so! He
bhad only described his affray - with
Ponsonby. Skinner was welcome to
draw any conclusions he liked.

“I say, you fellows.” Billy Bunter

Tur Magrer Lisrary.—No. 1,082

blinked into the changing-room, where
the ove footballers had come in
after games practice, "I say, they've
been going it.™ : :

“Who, which, and what? inguired
Bab Cherry.

“Wharton and Carboy,” announced
Bunter. “All the fellows are talking
about it. Thoey had a fight on Court-
ficld common, and Wharton was knockod
into the pond and nearly drowned—"

“ Fathead

“He was!” hooted Bunter, “Carboy’s
bragging about it up and down the
Remove passage., Making out that he's
nearly killed him.™

Bunter liked to ba the bearer of news
—especially atartling news. There was
no doubt that this news was interesting
to the Remove fellows. It had, in fact,

rown more exciting since Bunter had
geard it from Skinner. News nover
deterioratod:-in Bunper's I-wepinF. Quite
a small and trifling item was [ikely, in
Bunter’s hands, to develop into a thril-
]in; episode,

“"But Wharton's gone over to High-
cliffe,” said Nugent,

“Carboy went after him,” explained
Bunter. “I noticed him going out of
gatcs soon. after Wharton, gnd I re-
member now that he looked jolly ferce,
Grinding hia teeth, in fact.”

“"Fathead !

“Well, gritting them,” said Bunter.
“Knitting his brows, and all that, He's
been up before Quelch this afterncon,
and I suppose it made him waxy. 1
knew he was pgoing after Wharton—1
could see it in his eye. He looked as
savage as—as & cannibal.”

"' Carboy couldn’t lick Wharten,” said
Bob. *It's all rot!™

“Well, hoe makecs out he did,” said
Bunter, "Smothered him with mud,
and left him scraping himself down on
the commmon, He, he, he 1"

“"Gammon "

""And when Wharton crawled out of
the pond, he said he'd had enough,”
went on Bunter. *‘Begged for mercy,
in fact.,”

“Pile it orM" grinned the Bounder.

“On his knees!"™ rasred Bunter.
“Begged to bo let offi—on his knees.
He, he, he! I say, you fellows, Cau-
boy's got a nose on him like a beetroot.
But, from what he says, he left
Wharton nearly dead. Some of you
fellows ought to go out and lock for
him. If he can't gat horm gee—*

" Oh, cheesa it I grunted Bob.

here was a general move in the
Remove passage to guestion Carboy.
Thet youth was found in Study No. 1.
rather ruefully examining his nose
before the looking-glass.

“Halle, hallo, hallo!” bawied Bob
Cherry.

Gﬂl‘i;t),? glanced round.

“I hear you've been fighting with
Wharton,” said Bob, *“According to
Bunter, you've licked him.”

Crrboy grinned.

. “You bagged a beautiful boke, doin
1, at any rate,” said Johnny Bulﬁ
“Did you go out after Wharton ?”

“Yes, As Wharton started first, and

d 1 went in the same direction, I naturally

went alter him.™

“I mean did you go after. him for a
acra% you assi®

“The ecrap was quite unforeseen,”
said Carboy blandly, *“These things
haPpﬁn, you know."

“You didn't go alter him for a
fight?" asked Bob,

“Not at all.”

*You met him on the common ¥

“Just eo.”

“And then

what
demanded Nugent.

happenad "

“Why, then the fight happened,”
said Carboy cheerfully.

“And you woni!"” asked Peter Todd
geeptically.

*Quite 17

“I'll believe that
comes in, and tells
Johnny Bull.

“I've no doubt he will tell you eo,”
answerad Carboy. “I certainly had the
best of tho scrap.”

“Bleszed is he that bloweth hiz own
trumpot 1" remarked Bob Cherry sar-
castically.

“I'm simply stating the facts, becanso
you asked me. When a fellow knock:
another fellow out, and the other follow
clears off because he's had enough, I
suppose a fellow 1s emtitled to eay he
bhad the best of the scrap.”

*And that's what happened, is it ¥

I'IE:“¢tlF‘.II' ]

“Gammon * said Boh,

" Rubbish ! szid Nugent.

“Rot!" said Johnny Bull,

*The gammonfulness is terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The esteemed and oxecrable Carboy is
pulling the long bow.”

Carboy shrugged his shoulders,

“I'm not a betting man, or I’d make
& bet an if,” he smid. *“But, look
here—— Wharton will be back for tea,
I think. Well, if he doesn’t own up,
fair and square, that I got the best of
the ﬁﬁht on the common, I'l stand
you fellows s study spread, up to ten
bob, at the tuckshop. Jf he does own
up, you stand me & study spread at the
same figure. Can’t say fairer that that.”

“A fair catch!” grinned Skinner.
“It’s up to you fellows!”

The Co, regarded Christopher
Clarence Carboy rather dgubtiully. But
thay were mnot fellows to refuse a
challengo.

“It's & go!™ said Bob.

“The go-fulness is terrific!”

“Done!” said Carboy cheerfully.
“Leave it till Wharton comes in, then.
By the way, I like cake and jam-roll
for tes. Whichever of you does the
shopping, bear that in mind.”

“It's all gammon,” grunted Johnny
Bull. *“You're trying to pull our leg
somehow. We'll jolly well hold you to
tf, and you can Fet ready to stand
that study spread.’

“Leave it at that!” yawned Carboy,
Aud it was left at that; and in the
Remove there was intense curicsity to
hear what Harry Wharton would have

to say when he came back from High-
cliffe,

when Wharton
us @!"” grunted

Sr—iilferi—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Carboy Explains!

ARRY WHARTON came in at
H the school gates, and looked a
little surprised. A dozen
Remove fellows were gathered
there, evidently waiting for him to come
m, All eyes were fixed on the ecaptain
of the Remove as soon as he appesred.
Theve were a good many signs sbout
Wharton of his struggla with Ponsonby
Co., though he was not so severely
marked as Carboy. But the juniors
could see at a glance that he had beon
in & serap.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, hers vou aro!™
exclaimed Bob Cherry. “You don't
lock so damaged as Carboy.”

“No. He got rather a rougher hand-
ling than I did,” said Harry, *“Has he
fold you about it

“ Yes—and he's made ocut that it was
you who got the rougher handling,”
said Frank, ™I knew it was gammon.”

Wharton looked puzzled,

“Well, I dare say he thought eo,” he
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snawered. " As a matter of fact, I had
g high old time, and, I dare say, Car-
boy thought I was rather hurt. There's
no gammon about i1t, that 1 can see.
What do you mean, ]h.'ﬂrllk'f ¥

“"Oarboy saya he got the best of the
zcrap on the common.”

“He certainly did.”

“Oh, my hatl” )

“"He’s a jolly good fighting-man,”
said Harry. “Better than CYer
thought. Plenty of pluck.”

“¥ou seem to admire him for what
he'a done,” said Johnny Bull, with a
stare, .

“Well, why not? It makes me ihink
better of him than 1 did, naturally,”
answered Wharton,

° Great pip 1" ] _

“Well, we'ro done,” said Bob Cherry.
“Waea've undertaken to stand Carbey a
study spread if it turncd out that bo
Tn the best of it, If ﬂl}u H{: he did,

suppose he did, though I'm blest if I
understand it." )

“What the thump did you mean by
letting him  get the best of b7
demanded Johnny Bull gruffly. “You
are a better man than Carboy, any day.
You could have stopped him.™

Wharton stared. ]

“Stopped him! I wasn't likely to
stop him, or want to." . ]

“My only hat! Do you hke being
licked ! roared Peter Todd.

“Not at,all, but I should have had

a li-:kir-gj or something worse, if Car-
boy hado’t chipped in as he did.”
he jumiors gazed blankly at the

captain of the Ve,

“1 can't make this out,” said Bob.
“Look here, Wharton, put it“plain—did
you lick Carboy,. or 31-:1 Carboy lick

Eﬂ“T"

"“Neither, you ass!” Wharton stared,
and then burst into & laugh. “Have
ou got the idea into your heads that
*ve been scrapping with Carboy "

“Haven't youi"” roared Bob Cherry.

“Of course mnot, fathead. I got into
4 shindy with the Highcliffe cads on the
commbn—they were four to one, and
they were going to duck me in the pond

when Garhugac&me up and chip mn."

“0Oh, my hatl Bui—but he says—"
Bob ch“‘ﬁ. stared round in search of
Carboy. at cheery youth was leaning

on & buttress close at hand. ™ Carboy,
ynu-uﬂﬁw owl, come here. ¥You told
us you'd been scrapping with Whearton
en Courtfield Common——"

"1 told you nothing of the sort.”

“What1” yelled five or six wvolcos,

“1 told you I'd got the best of the
fight on the common,” said Carboy.
e I did. That Highclifie man had
enough, and & little over.”

“But—but Bunter said—""

“My dear man, I'm not responsible
for what Bunter said.” '

“1 s=ay, you fellows, Bkinner told
me—"

“Skinner rather jumped to con-
clusions,” yawned Carboy. *‘The wish
was fathor to the thought, as jolly old
Shakespeare puts it. I never even
mentioned Wharton’s nome. He asked
ma if T'd got tha best of the fight, and
i said I had. Tt was a Highcliffe man
I was hghting.”

*You  spoofing idiot!"  snarled
Skinner.
“Fellows shouldn't jump to eon-

clusions,” gaid Carboy, shaking his head.
“But to come down to business, you
met, it's up to you to stand me a study
spread if Wharton bears out my state-
nient that I got the best of the bght. I
leave it to arton to say.”

Harry Wharton laughed,

“You certainly did,” he answered.
"“Ponsonby was knocked into s cocked
hat, and Vavasour was nearly slaugh-

tered. They hadn’t turned up at High-

cliffe when I left. I dare say they're
stall mmﬁmi off mud.”
“Ha, ha, a 1

Bob Cherry gave Clarboy an expros-
sive look. .

Y Bo E‘}fuu were pulling our leg?” he
grunted.

“¥ou were pulling it yourselves, old
beans,” answercd Unrﬁoy amiably.
“What about that spread ™
. Bob Cherry locked for a moment as
if he contemplated further damage to
Carboy’s noz¢. Then he burst into a

laugh.
“You spooling ass!"”  he sgaid.
“You've caught vs out, [ suppose. It's

up to us, you mcn !
roll out your cash!”™

Harry Wharton walked oo to the
I-an.:ac, and Carboy walked with him.
Skinner's glance followed them in ulter
disgust. Once more the amiahle

me along, and

Skinner had been sorely disappointed.
Carboy's face was very cheerful.
SR4E BOPOVASOERRRGRARERRARReEE

You've read about Wharion,
the captain gf the Remove, the
leader of the Famous Five, and
ona of the most popular members
of the Form1?

Of course!

MNext week, boys, you'll read
about a different Wharton—a
Wharton whose pride and sensi-
tive nature combine to place him
in * tangle of circumstances that
lead him down the hill. Gone is
his popularity, his power; even
his own chums have little to say
in his favour. L

This amazing state of effairs 13
the outcome of Rilly Dunter’s
propensity for “lifting™ other
people’s tuck, coupled with
Harold Skinner's cunning and
intensa dislike of the captain of
the Remove.

You'll enjoy this Ejmver[ul FArn
no end—order your Macser Now |
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“May I ask you to the spread?” ho
inquired, * There’s going to be rather
a decent spread in No. 1 Study this
afternoon, Wharton.”

Wharton chuckled.

“Thanks! I'll be pleased!”

“Then vou haven't got your ml(];].r old
back up now?"” said Carboy. " Goodd
Let's try to be friends for the time I've
got left here. After what Quelch seid
to me to-day, it's not likely to be long.”

“1I'm sorry to hear that,” said Harry.

His feelings towards the japer of the
Remove hmﬁ.&mngrd very considevably
sinee {he tussle on Courtfield Commaon,

“Can't be helped. DBut—" Carboy
pauged a moment, “ As it secms pretky
clear that I shall have to go, I'd like
to explain a littlee. T don't want to
leave you fellows thinking worse of mo
than necdful, I can’t say I'm warried
much over the opinion of fellows like
Bunter and Bkinper, but I'd like to
leave wvou and your friends knowin
how the matter really stands, That 1s
if you feel able to take my word about
it., I'va got no proof to offer, of
course,”2

SESEO0 DRSS RRRR SRR ERRR R OR RGOSR RRERD

L
-
]
-»
L
-
L
>
-
L
L
]
»
]
>
.
L]
L
L
.
&
-
L
L
-
»
L
-
»
L
L
-
-
.
=
L
L]

" Your word's quite good cnough for
us,” ‘said Harry.

Four members of the Co. cameo into,
No. 1 Study with parcels from the tuck-.
shop. They found Wharion and Car-
boy thero on quite amicable terms, and
the Co. were more than willing to fol-.
low their leader in that maticr. Now
that they knew the true story.of what,
had happened on Courtficld Common,
they were more than ready to bury the
hatchet.

It was quito=a cheory tea in Noo I
Study. And between Christopher
Clarence Carboy and the Famous Five
all the clouds had rolled by. SHomewhat
te their own surprise the chums of the

Remove realiscd that they were rather

sorry to heer that Carboy cxpected to
leave.

After tea Carbay
abruptly te tho subject.

“This is most likely my last week
here,” ho said. " Next wock will wind
it up—that's pretty certain. Quelch
has written to-day to my old head-
master, asking him why I left Oldereft.
That scttles it."

Thoe Co. regarded him
curiously.

“ Does that mean that you really wero
gnll;md iromn your last achool?" asked

ob.

“MNo. My father was asked fo take
me away.”

“Then you'd been up Lo semething.”

“Mo, agsin. The fact 18 that another
follow had been up to somcthing,” sawd
Carboy. *“Mind, I'm telling you this in
ronfidence, of course. 1 shouldn’t say
& word, only I'm geoing, and 1 don’d
want to leave you believing that I must
have done something rotten at my last
school., It wasn't a mailer for sack-
mg: anly Dr. Holroyd was fed-up, and
I had

of your

to go.”
fatheaded
asked Bob.

“One

“That's what the beak thought. As
a matter of fact he got the wrong pig
by the ear. You seco, at Olderoft my
best chum was ihe headmaster’s son,
who was in my Form, As you don's
konow the chap, and aro never likely
to mect him, there's no harm in telling
you. Anyhow, you'll keep it dark."

“Of course,” seid Iarry.

“But what on carth——" asked Bob.

“Dick Holroyd is & jolly good fellow,
buk rather an ass,” sald Carboy. “Ii's
not all lavender being a hcadmaster’s
gon. You got tho schoclmaster and the
Roman parent combined. And tho Beak
at Qlderofl 18 a rﬂquiﬂ.r old Brutus.
Quite & nice man in s wey, but stiff as
a8 ramrod, and hard as nnibia. Poor old
Dick was scared out of his wits of him,
Otherwize, he would have owued up;
but the Beak br:inﬁ his father he simply
hadu’t the norve.

“But what—-"

“You fellows may have noticed that
I've rather a way of japing—"

“Just & trifle,” grinned Bob.

“It's only my way, you know. Dut
it got me into trouble sometimes at m
ald school, the samo as here, Tha Bea
jawed me a good deal, and warned me
to bo careful. Well, I eaw zerious
trouble shead, and was earciul—awiully
careful. Then a jape was played on
our Form master, His chimpey was
stufied up with a sack, and hiz door
lacked, and ho was hall-suffocated he-
forg hie gof out of his study. Ho wasa't
a good-tempered man, aod he was
friq%tfuiiy ralty."”

“I think a good-tempered man might
have been ratty, in those circumstances,”
remarked Nugent.

“Well, if he hadn't been a bad-tem-
‘pered man, it would never have hap-
pened,” said Carboy. “He had been

Tue Macxer Lisraky.—No. 1,082,
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agging Holroyd in class a lot. But
when he went raging to the Beak the
Heak got on the warpath, and deelared
that the fellow who had done it would
have to leave. That put the wind up
poor old Dick to a frightful extent.
But that was where my jolly old reputa-
tion came in. The Beak jumped to the
conclusion that I had done it. T'd done
such things—="

";.‘Euu'w done such things here, you
ass ¥

“Quite! A leopard cam't change his
spots, or a giddg old Ethiopian his
gkin,” sighed Carboy. " But as it hap
pened I never did it that time, and, -
stead of explaining, I let it go at that.
When I was up belore the Beak I never
gaid a word. It was settled that I had
done it. 1 worned Dick to keep mum
and that did it, He was so lﬂuﬂ;dhuf
his jolly old pater that he was willing
to take any chance. If you'd even seen
the Olderoft Beak jawing a chap, you'd
understand. The long and the short of
was that my father was asked to take
me Bway at onco—and I left.”

“QOh!

Harry Wharton & Co. were silent.
They believed Carboy’s story, and did
not feel called wpon to state what they
thought of his Dﬁij{:mft chum.

“That wae the trouble,” eaid Carboy.
“1 never was sacked. But if Dr, Locke
bad known that I had to leave my old
school, it's wery doubtful whether I
could have got in at Greyiriars.”

“Very.”

“Bo nothing was eaid,” went on Car-
boy. “You see, it wasn't as if the
matter had been a serious cne. Nothing
had happened by & silly practical joks,
and there was no expulsion. Thero was
no need to talk, It was simply under-
stood that my father had taken me away
from the school, which was the fact.
Only when Dr. Locke knows that I had
to leave the place, he's fﬂirl]v certain
to be rusty about it—especial t}& at not
being told.” He paused. * Now you
know why 1 didn't want the matter
io come before Quelchy. As soon as he
knew the Head was bound to know, and
then the fat would be in'the fire. Now
it's happened.”

“T'm afraid it will mcan the end for

ou here,” sgid Harry Wharton, * Dr,

ke is sure to get his back up. He
will be waxy at not being told, and it
will very likely make him think the
matter worse than it waa"

“1 know. I shall have to clear. And
the pater has told me that he won't
eend me to another school if T have to
leave Greyiriars,” Carboy made n
grimace. “He's rather fed-up. He
wrote to me warniong me to be careful,
and that fat rotter Bunter got hold of
the letter—and that tore it T'll kick
Bunter before 1 go!”

With a nod to the Famous Five
Christopher Clarence Carboy strolled
out of the. study. Xe was whislling
cheerily as he went down the Remove
passage. His exuberant spirits bore up
even against the certain knowledge that
the chopper was to come down in a fow

1,
he chums of the Remove locked at
one another.
. "Heard cheese!” snid Bob. “He's a
jolly decent chap to stand by & pal to
that extont. Dut that man Holroyd
T‘.‘f‘t’ ba & frightful worm to let him do
I. -
:Tha wormfulness is terrific,™
After all, thoy seem to have picked
on him because he waz well known to
be & japing assl” said Johany Bull
;I'-Ia really ?akeﬂ fm-h it. hBut I'm sorry
g8 going to get the chopper! wol
much doubt about it now,” er N
TeE Miaver Liseasy,~—INo. 1,082

“It's rotten!” said Harry Wharton.
The chums of the Icmove agreed
that it wes rotten. But they had no
doubt that the days of Christopher
Clarence Carboy at CGreyfriars were
numbered.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

All Through Bunter !

it SAY, you fellowst®
H "“"Hats ™

13 Hut I Bﬂ.r‘—-’"
“More ratg ¥
" Carboy—"
“Oh! What about Carboy?”
“He's getting it in the neck to-day ™
taid Dunter. He had made an impres.
ilf;s l.i.:, last. “SBorry, and so on; but

“How do you know, vou fat oysteri”
demanded Bol UhErr;r.!' 7

"Because I heard Quelchy say sol™
grinned Bunter friumphantly, “He
said so to Uarboy, five minutes ago, in
the passage.”

. " Quelechy told Carboy that he was get-
tll}%\!t in the neck!” yelled Bob Cherry.

- Not exactly those words—"

I fancy notl” chuckled MNugent.
“What he actually seid was that he'd
had an answer to his letter to the Head
of Oldcroft,” snid Bunter. “He said he
would refer to it in the Form-room.”

“ 001 said Wharton,

“Thot means that he's coming to
show the fellow up befere the lot of
us,” said DBunter. *“The chopper's
coming down, what? HHe, he, he!™

“0Oh, kick him!” gaid Beb.

Bunter dodged a boot, and went to
spread his exciting news further, That
morning the Remove turned up in their
Form-reom in & state of great expect-
ancy. Maony of the fellows knew, or
surmised, that Qge!ailg had been in
communication with the headmaster of
Qlderoft. Hiz words, overheard by
Bunter, showed that the matter had
come to o climax at last.

Most eyes were turned on Carboy,
He was quite cool, and looked uncen-
ol

the “chopper ™ wons coming down,
Christopher Clarence Carboy hgndq-tha
nerve to endure the ordeal without turn.-
g a hair.

Mr. Quelch’s face was grave. But
hiz expression was hardiy that of =2
Form master who had a serious delin-
auenﬂy to deal with. BSkinner won-

ered whether he was bogked for
another disappointment.

“Carboy!" said the Remove master.

“Yes, sir.”

“I have told you that I have had a
teply to my communication to vour
former headmaster. I am referring to
the matter. here, before the whale
Form, because it has had so much
publicity already, and I desire mo one
to be left in doubt as to the facts.”
*Thero was a panse. The Remove
thrilled with interest from ond to end.
Mr. Quelch unfolded a letter. This,
apparently, wns the letter he bad re-
ceived from Dr. Heolrovd, bheadmaster
of the Sussex school.

“1 shall read & passage from this
letter,” said Mr. Quelch. “It clcars
up the matter entirely, and will put an
pn{i, ’I hope, to the talk on the sub-
yect.’

“Ohl”?
blankly.

Mr. Quelch gave a little cough and
read;

murmured fha

Remova

“A foolish and practical joke was
played on a Torm master here, and
Mr. Carboy was asked to remove his
son from the school in consequence, It

has since transpired, however, that
Carboy was not the guilty party. As
he made no denial, no duugt was enter-
toined in the matter; but I learn now,
to my great surprise, that the foolish
boy was actuslly making a quizetic
sacrifice for the sake of a friend. My
sont has confessed to mo that it was he
whe was guilty of the deplorable trick
for which Carboy had to leave Olderoft.
In these circumstances, I have written
to Mr. Carboy, offering to take back hia
son, with regrets for the unfortunate
crror that was made.”

"]!E'Im Remove master paused.

. That is all that I need read,” hLe
said. “I'trust it is now clear to all the
Form that there is nothing whatever
sfn_mat Carboy's charactec—and that
though he was compelled to leave his
former l, it was, on his head-
master's own statement, under a misap:
prﬁhenslm‘ The matter is now closed.”
.“Oh, my only hat and umbrellal”
ejaculated Carboy.

“I say, you fellows—"

(F]?IIBE?;;E"

8538 an; the matte: boing, as
Mr. Queleh said, now closed. Bu% the
Remove fellows were not keenly inter-
tested in lessons that morning. They
wore  thinking much more of the
strange outcome of the Carboy afair
than of the invaluable instruction Lhey

ga&echfmﬂiving from Henry Samuel

When the Remove were dismissed for
morning break, & crowd gathered
round Christopher Clarence Carboy in
the passage, Carboy had a very
tl‘lEug' tful expression on hLis face.

Hallp, halle, hallol” Bob Cher
thumped him on the shoulder. * rﬁ
serene now, old bean! 'What's the
worry i

Carboy grinned faintly.

“All serene for me” im said, “But
Fgmr old Dick! What on earth mada
nm speak out, sfter all! He must hava
Eol; it fairly in the neck: the Beak will

ave tnken it out of him no end. That
idiet Bunter———*

“Oh, réally, Carboy—"

“You fat dummy [* gaid Carboy.
was ]{pur chattering to Holroyd that

ut him wise to what was going on

ere; and I suppose he went back to
(MNderoft to own up. The Beak will
lhave nfhde an cxamples of him ™

. My only hat! Fancy Bunter comin
in  uscful like that!” grinned ‘{h:ﬂga
Cherry. “I don't see that that chap
Holroyd conld have done anything else
—whon he found out from Bunter that
yon were going to get tha pysh here.”

Cearboy nodded : but he was evidenil
thinking of the hectic time the hmc{
master's son at Olderoft must have had
when he awned up to his stern parent,

“All's well that ends well!™ said
Harry Wharton. *“It'a turned out
jolly lucky for you, Carboyv.”

“That's so. I can go back to Old-
croft now,” esid Carboy, brightening
up. ““That's ripping "

“Well, you must an ass if you
want to go back to Qlderoft, when you
can stay on at Greyfriars if you like "
said Johnny Bull,

Gnrh-nf.- laughed,

“Well, you see, my best pal's
there. I'm jolly well going back now
the Beak's come ronnd. It's turned aut
all right.”

*“1 say, vou followsg———"'

“8hut up, Bunter !

“Oh, really, you know! I'm waiting
for Carboy to thank me,” said Bunler,

with dignity.
£ 13 Eh ?E

“If I hadn't told that chap Holroyd
what was going on what would have

i

H'It

¥
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this Form to be lelt in doubt as to why you left Olderoft. The Remove thrill with interest from end to end,
& passage from this letter,” continued the Form-master.
that you were expelled from your last schoel ! *

happened 1" demanded Bunter. *Car-
boy would have been pushed outb of
herse. He'as got me to thank for tha
whole thing as it's turned out. I think
he might say he’s grateful”

“Oh, my hat and umbrella I

“The lecast you ecan do s to stand e
study spread before you leave, Carboy.
I'my not the fellow to want any reward
for a kind and gencrous aetion. 8Still,
I should not refuse a study spread. I

think that's the lesast sou can do.
Carboy stared at him. ‘Then he
chuckled,
“1 think DBunter desaryves some-

thing,"” he remarled,

“I should jelly well think so!* said
Bunter emphatically,

“And I'm going to give you what
sou deservo.”

“Good! I think—— Here, I say—
Yarcogh! Hands offl Oh, mé hat !
Yoop!" roared DBunter, as Carboy
Fnspod him by the collar, whirled
vz round, and planted a bget on his
tizht trousers.

*“Ha, ha, hai"”

* ¥Yow-ow-ow-ow I

The yell that rang through tho
corriclor indicated that Billy Buntor,
though ho had got what he deserved,
was not pleased thereby.

“ O ! Wow ! geggﬂ g elled
Bunter.  “Why, you fearful beast,
after ail I’ve done for you——m=>"

"Ha, ha, hal"

“Yavooogh 1"

“Had enough?"” inquired Carboy
penially.

“Yow! Ow! Yes. Wowl®

“I don't want o leave in ur

debt, you know,” said Carboy. “If I
haven’t given you as much as you
deserve, you'vo only to say so.”

* Whooop 1

**Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter fled, roaring, No doubt
William (Georgo had received  his
deserts, but this was not what he had

expected, Fortunately, DBunfer was
accustomed te Ingratitude.
The fage of Christopher Clarcnce

Carboy that day was very bright and
cheery, It was the unexpected that
had happened, as it 2o often does. The
reply from Olderoft had completely
clearpd him o tho minds of his Form
master and headmaster, as well as in
the Remove, and although Bunter
undoubtedly deserved kicking for his
part in the affair, it was undeniablo
that that fortunate outcoms was all
through  Bunter. Tnstead of the
“chopper ¥ ¢oming down on Christo
pher Clarence, it was open to him pow
to remain at Greyfriars or return to
hia old school, which certainly would
pot  have been the case but for
Bunter's meecting with Dick Holroyd at
the Courtheld bunshop, and the «n-
formation he had given him, which
had led to the Olderoft “beak’s ™ son
owning up to his Roman parent. All
was clear now, and the whole affair
having turned out to Carboy's credit,
there was a considerable change in the
feelings of the Removites towards him,
For his last few days st CGreviriars
Christopher Clarence Carboy wasz one
of the wmost popular fellows in the
Form,

But he was not staying,

Mr. Carboy had accepted the offer of
the Oblderoft Beak, and in a few days
mare Christopher Clavence said f{arve-
well to the Remove fellows.  And a
gond many of the Removites were zorry
that he was going.

FEarry Wharton & Co. walked down
to the station to see him off, and thoy
parted on tho best of terms,

A few days later a parecel arrived

-

et

e

‘* Carboy,’’ sald Mr. Quelch, ** I have had 4 reply to my communication to your former headmaster, and I deslre no one In

** 1 shall read

** It clears up the matter entirely, and puts an end to the ramour
(See Chapter 18.)

for William George Bunter, It was
addressed in Carboy’s hand, and the
postmark wWas Oldcredt. Bunter
opened it in the Rag, with a heaming
fat face. A large cardboard box was
disclosed with the inscription “DBEST
SULTANA CAKE™

Bunter beamed.

“After all, the chap's not such a
rotter I he said.  “He knows it was
all through me that he got through so
jolly well. I say, you fellows, this
shows that some ehaps can he prate-
ful. Yeou fellows might take a tip
[rom Carboy.™

Bunter untied tho string and opened
the eonfectioner’s box,

Insidé was a smaller box, wrapped
in paper and {jed with string. The
Owl of the Remove opencd it with
ioyous anticipation.

‘hen he gasped.

“Oh ecrumbs ™

Bunter gazed at the present
Carboy blankly, The box was a con-
fectioner’s box. But the conten®s cer-
tainly had vpever come from a con-

fectioner’s.

“Beast "™ gasped Bunfer, as he
gaeed at tho contents.  Bunter could
eat almost anything. DBut the contenis
of that box were beyond even Bunter.
Ie stared blankly at a half brick.

“Ha, ha, hal!” roared the Re-
movibes;

Christopher Clarence Carboy, hack
in his old haunts, was evidently still a
practical joker,

THE EXD.

(There will be another grand selise!
story of Harry Wharton £ Co. in next
week's Masner, entitied: “SHUNNED
BY THE FORMI” It's a great yarn
this, chums, and you'll regret it §f you
mise (b f)

from
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Where the dead man lics, his slaring eyes
Took out to the Westward-ho !
And none can ftell where the dead men drwoell

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Roger Bartleti’s Adventure !

£ ESHREW me, but 'tis plaguey
B cold, an', as I see it, 'twill
take me hours yet 'ere 1 set
foot in ¥Fotheringham town [
Roger Bartlett, cold, wet, and miser-
able, drew his tattered closk closer
around his drenched and sltivering form,
as though he would scck to cheat the
cold that was eating into his very bones.
¥ull thirty miles had he travelled
through the storm, and f'r.-t another ten
lay before him ‘ere shelter, other than
that now afforded him by tho mighty
cnk under which he cowered, mulg be
reached.
it was the call of the sen that had
spurred him on; that had mode him
esert the farm upon which he had been
reared, and to make for Fotheringham,
where, 'twas said, were many galleons
but rocently returned from the Spéanish
Main—galleons laden with the treasure
that was to be had for the taking|

Roger could hear the creaking and
groaning of the gibbet which stood at
the crossways; now, as the pale, waniog
moont showad itself for & moment un-
obscured by the seudding clouds, he
Baw, swinging in its chains, the t'hmg
that had once been s man—and Roger
fell to speculating what manner of man
it was who had thus come to his un-
timely end upon the lonely gibbet,

A smuggler, perhaps—one of those
whom: men dubbed * free-trader 1 Or,
belike, a pirate, who had thus come to
the end of his last oruise! Roger
shivered. The spot was lonely and
desolate. The wind roared across the

clifftops which cut of from his view
the lights of Fotheringham.

“An’ 1 only knew how far "twas to
Fotheringham I would push en thmu?h
the storm,” Roger mutterad to himself.
By my truth [ am so wet that 2’en thia
rain could make me no worse]! An' 'tis
plaguey bad being here alone with but
yon skeleton for company.”

_ His eyes strove vainly to pierce the
darkness, but the moon had once more
plid bebind the heavy clouds, and the
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With their treasure down below—
With o ho, and a heave—yo-fio |

night was black with the blackness of
velvet. Suddenly Roger started. The
swaymng troes had parted for an instant,
revealing through fhem a light that
twinkled like an eye. Only for a
moment was it visible, and then it woa
hidden again. But HRoger had seen
enough to tell him that hers waos shelter
and warmth. Surely none would deny
that to & fellow-creature on' o wild night
such as thisl

“T ecan but try,” he murmured to him-
self, “Perhaps there are stables there,
with sweet, warm bhay, whera I can rest
myself until dawn.”

Ho pulled his cloak closely around

him, and, bending his head to the storm,
_made forward into it, the wind singing

in his ears, the rain beating against his
face like o thousand needle-points; sting-
ing him with the pain of it. He plunged
in amonget the trees, striving to keep &
course in the direction whence had come
tho light. _

Then he stopped as another sound
came to his cars—a sound that was not
of the night. It was the sound of a
volce—a harsh, eracked voice, thick and
heavy. It was near at hand, and Roger,
as he heard it, strained his ears to eateh
the words which the wind almost
whipped from his hoaring.

“Where the dead man lies, his staring

eves
Look out to the Westward—hol
And ngne]ti‘an tall where the deand men
we
With their treasure down below |
With a ho, and a heave—yo-ho "

Tho voice rose almost to a yell at the
last “vo-ho!"” and Roger could not tell
why, but it soent a shiver running
through him. There was something vile
and evil about the voiee which chanted
the eailor song. A short pouee, and it
began again:

* Bome sent to rot by tho pistol shot,
And some by the dagger’s blow,
But HIP dead man’s eyes they tell no
a8
Of tho secret they do knowl
With & ho, and & he—-"

Thae volce

stopped
geemed as though o hand
l::l!L[‘]J‘EEtI ovaer tho lips of the singer,

abruptly,. Tt
Ead boen

choking the words in his throat.

Roger listened intently,

A thousand curses on ve, ya fool!
Do'st want to rouse the neighbourhood
and he' the catchpools at our hecla?
Quiet, man—alsa will I quicten yo eo
that your chattering tongus shall never
wag againl”

The voice was full of malice—and
Roger koew now that it came from a
little copse not far away to his right.
YWho were theze men whe walked abroad
on such & night? What was their
reason? Whither went theyt Of one
thing Roger was certain—they could be
abroad for no good purposel

Dropping on his hands and knees, he
pushed slowly forward through the
dripping bushegs, intent on discovering
who these midnight marauders were.
The bronchea of the bushes scraped his
face and tore at his clothes, but the
wind drowned what little noise he made
as he progressed. And then, after what
seemed an eternity, he ssw shead of
him a small clearing in a coppice, and
two men seated on the ground. A
lanthorn burned fitfully on the ground
beside them, and sent its flickering light
playing across their faces.

Roger thought he had never seen such
evil-countermanced villains in all his lifa,
e—the singer, Roger surmised—was
a giant ruffian with n face gashed and
scarred. One eve alone did he posscse.
The other—or the place where the other
had been—was hidden by a dirty, black
shade., The other man wns as different
as well could bave been from his com-
panion. He was s thin, rat of a man,
with beady eyes asot close to the sides of
his nose—eyves that glittered like the
eves of a serpent. He, too, was scarred
about the face, and had a look of in-
deseribable evil stamped upon his face.
“{allowes-birds, an’ that I warrant!”
muttered Hoger to himself, glad that he
had not rovealed himself to the men
before he had discovered who they were.
Both were dressed sailor-fashion, and
The rat-faced

wore heavy sea-boota.
The

man carcied pistols at his hips.
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other had no pistols, but a knife, a long,
gleaming weapon devoid of sheath, glit-
tered in hig belt. The rat-faced man
Logan to speak in a voice that was low
and crafty, and as he spoke, his cycs
gleamed with greed and cruclty.

“Ho broods by himsclf in the lower
room of the house,” he whispcrndmi;ut,
on account of the wuiling wind he had

ct to whisper loud enough for the

fist.ening RRoger to hear. **To-night,
One-oye, tho deced shall be done. That
knifo of yours shall drink decp of his
heart’s hlood, sink mo clse.”

“And the plani” guc-.riud One-gyo.
“What of that, Slim #*

HB8hall be ours,” was Lhe reply. “A
thouzsand curses on him and his house.
‘T'was he who sentencod moe to death—
ay, but I shall chortle when I sce him
writhing in mine clutches; his eyes
growing wider with terror as your knile
goea nearcr—nearcer o his boart. Ye
shall cub 6 out, Ono-oye—cnt 1l out, so
that it shall be nailed to the mast of the
Swordfish to serve as o warning to all
who would cross the path of Slon 1

A shiver van through Reoger. Those

men, who spoke of death 20 glhibly—who
were they?  Whose heavt was it that
was to be ent out from his body ?
C “Hist ! 1t was Slim who was speak-
ing again. ‘‘Crouch by the window One-
oye, and when I give the signal, leap in
through the lattico. I shall not bo far
away, and then—then—" Io broke
off and -chuckled viciously.

Roger crawled slowly backwards, He
had heard enough toe warn him that
the keen, cruel knife might find =
refnge 1n his own heart did he 50 much
as by a breath proclaim the fact that he
had overheard their scheming., Yot
young though he might be, he realised
that 1t was his duty to warn a fellow-
creature of bis imﬁeﬂﬂing doom.

He—the man whoso death they had
been so glibly discussing—was in the
lower room of the house, Slim had said.
The house! That counld only mean the
place from which the light had shone.

Crawliag on his stomach like a snake,
Roger wortned his way through the
undergrowth, his keon eyes striving to
pierea the blackness that shrouded him.

ROGER,
whoss 8pirit craves for adventurs.

He came at last to & break in the
pualies, and, erawling through, beheld
before him a house of the kind that
botokened a wealthy ewner. Itz pables
jutted out darker against the body of
the housze. Itz windows were latticed,
Ik from only ane of them came a hight
—and it was towards thos window that
Hoger went. G e

Cautiously he raised himself till his
eves were on a level with ihe hottom of

— s Lk e
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the lattice-work. Inside the oak-
panciled room he could see a man,
seated at & table, writing by the light of
a wanthorn. An old, ﬂi{d man, he
scemned, with hair that was as white as
driven snow, and a face that was lined
deeply with sorrow. DBut the eves that
follewed the sentences he traced with
his quill were kindly eves. Hero, Roger
knew, was a man who had done no
harnm: in all his long life, but whoe had
sulfered, only himself knew how much.
_Roper raised a hend and tapped
lightly on the lattice. He saw the man
start, saw the quill fall from the nerve-
less fingers, and the next moment -the
casement opened and s hand soized
Roger by the throat. So astounded was
the lad that he had no time to struggle.
There eame & mighty heave, and Roger
found himseli hauled through the
window by sheer foree of arm.

“MNow, knave, what do ye spying here
outside my ecasemnoent

The grip on Rogor's throat relaxed,
and the eﬁler]:.r ono al.'eplprod back as ho
saw that here was no gallows cheat, but
only a lad whose face was evidonce of
his peaceful intentions.

“8Bir, I am no spy!” gaspod Roger.
“T eame but to warn von. Your life is
in danger. 'Twas but a few moments
ago I did hear two scamen desenssing
your despateh.”

“Beamon ! It secemed as thouzh a
blow had struck the man. * How—what
manner of men were they 7

“Mighty scurvy knaves an’ T make
no mistake, vour honour,” szaid Roger.
“One there was with but one eyve, and a
chant upon his lips that told of dead
men's eyes, and-—"

A ghastly pallor came over tho face
of the man, and he held on to the
parved oaken table lest he should erash
to Fhe floor.

“A chant of dead men's eyes!™ he
pasped.  “Then—then they have [ol-
lowed me-—dogged me to this place, and
now o

He broke off quickly, Through the
open window, above the howling of the
zale, had come words. borne upon the
wind. Reger, too, stiffened az he heard
them, for this was the sceond time he
had heard them.

“Where the dead man lies, his staring
eyes
Lock out to the Westward—ho!
And none can iell s

“1Tis Abednigo One-Eyve ! gasped tho
man. “"I'is he who has dﬂ?‘g‘ﬂd me i3 ho
swore to do!  Quick, lad! Art =
fiphter 1”

“Something of one, so they that
would have crossed me have said, your
honour,” was Roger’s reply.

“Then take this and defend your-
self 17 _ S

Roger found a rapier thrust into hia
grasp. ‘The man picked up another
from a corner and whipped the air

with 1t

“ Come, vo  gallowsrats!™  he
multered, *Coma and foel the steel
that yet ean bLe handled by the hand
which ve know full well [*

A whislle rang ouk upon the night aie
oni=ide, and then Roger stiffencd as,
willt & flving leap, a man came through
the casemnent, sending  the latiiced
windaws burtiing back with a evash. It
was Abednige One-Tive, his gleaming
dagger held high, his eyve glittoring
with the eruclty that was within his
vory sonl!

And at the same moment the door of
the ronm erashed open, amd Slim stood
thers, his over-ready pistels his
handa, an evil leer upon his face.

Roger amd the man whom he wonld
have helped wers botween two fires—
hemined in by eralty seanndrels whoso

souls kmew naught of mercy. A rapier
flashed, there was a crash, the lanthorn
tottered and fell to the floor, and the
next moment Slim’s pistols spoke, and
the Hash of them darted through the
darkened room. There came a scream
of agony, the sound of a falling body,
the room was filled with the acrid
smoke from the discharged pistols, and
Roger felt s arm seized in & grip of

1FOL.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Roger Léarns a Secret !
b AT me, man, ye've done for

me l"
It wasz the voice of ihe one
eved man, and Roger's heart
leaped with renewed hope as he heard
it, for he had {eared that it was One-

ABEDNIQD ONE-EYE,

as Tearsome a scoundral as ever salled
bansath the Skull and Crosbbones.

Eye who had thus seized him. Tt could
not have been Slim, for that crafiy
scoundrel had been too far distant. It
must, then, be the stranger—and this,
indeed, proved to be the case, for Roger
heard ﬁis voico, close to his car,
whizpering to him.

“Stand cloze to me, lad!
from my sidal" .

Followed & tense moment of waiting,
and then the clash of steel.  Slim,
thouglh Roger could see 1t not, musk
have drawn s knife and had leaped
forward, to find his knile unl_.niged upor
the rapier of his intended vietim.

“Rot ya! I'll carve out that heart of
thine!” : -

It was Slim's voice, but it was a
voice of baffled rage. The rapier
scraped against the dagger, and a spark
came through the darkness. It was but
a spark, but in that decp darkness it
shone with the glaro of & meteor. For
one brief fraction of a moment Roger
eaw something stir, and he cried ont:

“ Roware, sir! One-Eye scrambles to
hia fect!” -

“(Come, wye cnt-ihroat scum cried
the man ?.'icr held Rogor by the arm.
“Tasto thia stesl that is too good to
plungoe into your cursed vitals!”

They came on. Roger dared nof use
hiz rapier, for he was fearcd lest ha
should, by mischance, plunge it into the
man who fought by his side. He felt
tho grip on his arm tighten aa the
serape of steel against stecl rang ont
with renewed vigour. Dack aml back
they stepped until Roger was agaivst
the cak-panelling of that room of death.

A w:nﬂln:..- of oaths rapped ont, They
came from the lips of Slim, whn,
afvarcd that his prey would escape him,
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had dashed forward in an attempt to aback, he dropped with a thud on the

end for ever this brawl, Suddenly
thoere came a sob Irom the man beside
Roger, and the next moment Hoger
found himself tumbling backwards and
falling into nothingness. A grating,
grinding noise, a thud of wood striking
wood—'twas this that Hoger heard in
those few moments before he felt himself
crashing on the wooden floor.  And
then—silence !

Roger picked himszslf up. He heard
a gasp beside him, but nsught else broke
the stillness,

“Where be you all " he eried. “What
ig this "

“Sh1” came back a whisper, that was
changed in a flash to laboured breathing.
“Wa ara safe, lad—safo from the
gallows-scum. Feel you in my pocket,
gquick! Thore is flint and tinder there.”

Roger put out his hands and groped in
the darkness, He felt the y of the
man beside him on the floor. He
searched the pockets, found the tinder-
box, and struck and ignited the tinder.

o L:qht you the lanthormn that is
there ! came the next instruction, and
Roger, gazing. arcund, found a horn
lanthorn on the floor. In a moment or
two its flickering light was showing him
as prim a scene as he could well have
imagined.

He was in & room with no window, It
was & musty, fusty place, and his heart
bounded as he realised what had hap-
pened. The man had dragged him back-
wards, deagged him through some sceret
panel that had opened %‘:-ahind tham.
They were in a secret room—Roger and
the man of the rapier!

“Thank ye, boy! Od's rats, but the
scum have made worm’s meat o' me!”

The man’s hand went to his heart, and
Roger saw blood oozing through his
shirt, dripping through his fingers,
and falling aluwl:," to the floor.

“But they ha' not got what they
sought, lad I” He spoke now with great
difficulty. “Nay—an' if you but prove
the lad I take ve to be, they will rue this
night's work "ere the gibbet claims them
for its own [

His hand went weakly to the: inner
pocket of his coat, and ha drew there-
from a sealed packet, which he thrust
into the grasp o ar.

“Take this, lad[" ha said. * 8Beck you
one who is known as ‘The Chevalier.’
Yo will ind him—in Fothetingham, at
the sign of Ye Three Jolly Mariners.
Tell him—tell him a dying man's
thoughta go with him. Tell him
that—"'

He broke off, a tremendous fit of
coughing shaking him and making him
trembla like to a tree that has been
struck by winter's chilly blast. Roger
leaned over him, and the dying man—
for that he was d:,ri;]f Roger could not
doubt—caught hold of Roger’s arms and
held him tight. The long, curved knife
of One-Eye had done its treacherous
work only too well. Roger, as ho gazed
into the fast glazing eyes of him who
lay there, knew that but a few moments
would pass ere death paid his grisly
visit o that secret room behind the
panale of the old house.

" Boy, list carefully,” the man went on,
his voice sunk low now to little more

than & whisper, “Beek wvou the
Chevalier, as [ have said. Toll him what
faz befallen me, and 4

Again he could go no further. He
coughed, and tried to rise, choking for

the broath that was denied him. 'Fhen,
e0 suddenly that Roger was taken full
TrE MaoNeT Linpary.—No. 1,082

floor, and lay there, his eyes glazing and
staring unsecingly above .{:im.

“Dead!” gasped Roger. “And foully
murdered by the gallows-birds|”

He rose to hia {eet and gazed around.
The predicament in which he found him-
zolf was none to his liking. He was
alone—with a dead man—in a secret
room, the exit of which he knew not.
The lanthorn cast its ghastly light
flickering around the staincd panels, A
rat scuttled somewhere in the wains-
coting; it seemed that death and
destruction lurked on every hand. The
silence was grim and foreboding. Roger
listened intently, but, for a while, no
sound came to his waiting ears. He waos
alone—and the terror which solitude
breeds came to him.

He still held, in one hand, the rapier
which the man had thrust upon him. In
the other the sealed packet was firmly
clutched, and he thrust it now in his
inner pocket for safety.

“I must wot tarry!” he mubttored.
"There must be escape from this rat-
hﬂlm’l

He sounded the walls, tapping them
with the hilt of his rapler, Soon, how.
ever, did ho desist from this, for a
vague, scuffling noise had come to him—
the noise of somcone moving., He cast a
glance around. The dead man lay as he
had fallen, and Roger covered his face
and his etaring eyes with the man's
cloak. The scufling continued.

“'Tia the gallows.rats in the room we
have but just quitted [ he decided. “I
must not make a sound, lest they dis-
cover the enirance te thia secret
chamber.”

He continued his search, and then gave
a hiss of intaken breath as his eyes
alighted upon a curious carving., It was
s replics of a death’s head, its grivning
jaws twisted into a fantastio Eaer; ifs
eyeless sockets seeming to gaze deep into
t%} very soul of him with a look of
d unmc.al fury. Roger was examining
thie carving when further sounds came
through the panel. There wore foot-
steps; the neise of the window casement
banging, and then the mufied voice of
.e!iihei:};mgu {ne-Eye, singing his grisly
chant :

“Where the dead man lies, his staring |}

eyes

Look out to the westward—ho—"

_ "'Tis One-Eye, and he has gone, tak-
ing his rat wi' him 1" said Roger, softly.
“What was't he sang—" the dead man's
evea.’ 'Tis a strange coincidenco that
mine hands should be on this carving as
he sang his chant.™

Moved by an impulsa he could not
fathom," Roger let his fingers seek the
eye-holes of the grinning death’s head,
and he pressod upon them.

Came a sound of grinding and sliding,
and to his amnazement, part of the oak-
E&nel!ed wall moved back, revealing

eyond an aperture that was dark as the
grave, HRoger picked up the guttering
lanthorn and peered into the blackness,
A long corrvidor, dank and dark, was
revaaled to his gaze.

“A way of cscape, belike!"” he mur-
mured, and, taking with him the
lanthorn, &and gripping his rapier
tightly, he stepped through the open
panel and felt his way cautiously along
the secret corridor.

How long he wolked he knew not, nor
vet in what direction he travelled. The
place was szilent as the tomb, and the
corridor dropped and rose, turned and
iwisted, like to the coils of a serpent.

Prescntly there came io his face a breeze
of air, sweet and cool, and Roger knew
that his journey was approaching its end,
Cautiously he procecded, a.ug almost
before he realised it, he saw his further
progress wmpeded by a vast screen of
creeping undergrowth. Ho pushed his
way cautiously throungh it—to find him-
self emerging into a copse, dimly lighted
by the waning moon.

JHo stopped awhile, hiz cars keved to
rick up sounds that might be heard
above the roaring of the wind, and the
rustle of the trees and bushes. The
breaking of the billows in the distance
told him that he was upon the cliff-tops.
The road must ho somewhere near then—
end Fotheringham lay slong the road.
With this in mind, he et out, stumbling
across the uneven ground,

After but a short walk he emerged
upon the road, which was shrouded by
the trees wkich grew by its side. Now,
far ahead, he could sce the twinkling
lights that batokened the habitation of
men. This, then, must be Fotheringham
and with this in mind Roger walked
rapidly along the road, intent enly upon
reaching the town and secking out Ye
Three Jolly Mariners,

Then ho reeled and almost fell to the
ground as something dropped wpon him
from the branch of a tree above him.
Strong arms wound around him, and as
a cloud scudded from tho face of the
moon, he saw that he was in the grip of
Abednigo One-Eye! The scoundrel ];nu.d
been lying full Ettg;h upon the branch
of a tree that overhung the road—and
had dropped, like a bolt from the blue,
upon the unsuspecting Roger |

“Bo-ho, my little strutting turkey
cockl Ho, my fine whelp! An' yo
thought te n:-a-:a]ia Abednigo One-Eye!
Rat me, but ye shall pay for your inter-
ference! Hi, Slim! Cgmﬁ qv:ickl_n.:i I
ha' the whelp in my grip—ay, an my
long, keen knife shall rip him wp an’
ha tells us not what has Eecuma o' the
papers |

There was & rustling in the bushes,
and Blim, moving like a cunning
EEl‘Pﬂﬂtr and chuckling mightily to him-
self, cama into the moonlight.

[ Hold the strutting whfﬁ . Slim—hold
him !* eried One-Eye, and g]im, slipping
bohind Roger, wound his arms about
1im,

One-Eya stood back, and whipped out
his knife from_ his belt. His solitary
eye glittored as he advanced upon Roger,
Ia:mitltthﬁ cruel blade shone in the moon-

ight.

“Rat him, I'll carve his heart out !

Roger shrank back as the point of the
blade pricked him just below his heart,
and he could but stare, fascinated, at the

leaming blade as One-Eye pressed it
slowly ncarer to him |

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Of what Befell Roger at Fotheringham !
Sﬂ intent had both One-Eye and

Slim been upon awaiting the
approach of Roger, that neither

of them had heard the rumbling

of wheels coming along the wind-swept
road. They had believed that the place
was deserted—and they were not un.
deceived until the sudden glare of a
post-chaise’s lanthorns swept upon them.
"Ha! What villainy ha’ we here?”
The post-chaize had come to & sudden
stop, but even bre'ore its wheels had
ceased to turn a figure had leaped from
the interior of the chaise, rapier in
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hand, and had struck up the point of
the dagger which One-Eye held.

“{tentry.- o' the road, belike'” the
newconmer went on, and, as Slim's grip
slackened, Roger tore himself free and
wheeled arcund, to see a tall gallant,
hiz dress of the most fashionable, with
rifflea at the neck and wriste. “Try
your steel against this, sirrahs! Here
;a-.dn]mre fitting foeman than a helpless
H .!'1-

“Od's rat ye!” One-Eye's single optic
ghitered, and he braced himself for a
spring.

The next moment he had leaped

through the air, his dagger making a
vicions, downward skash. But it met
naught but the empty air. for the new-
comer had dodged nimbly out of the
way.
_ “Bo-ho I cried the gallant. * Murder-
ing rogues ye be, and as murdering
mg;}!«es vo shall be treated. Have at
ve !

He lunged in the direction of One-
Eye, turning aside that scoundrel’s
dagger. But, while 1t seemed that his
rapler would find 1tz sheath in the
black heart of Abednigo One-Eye, the
rogne tripped and fell. With an
agibity that was unexpected in one szo
heavy-built as he, One-Eye twisted and
leaped again to his feet. But he did
nat want to try further conelusions with
the gallant. He took to his heels and
vanished inte the nndergrowth, the
spapping . twigs and rustling grasa
beneath his feet, bearving evidence of
his haste.

Nor did the rat-facétt Slim delay!- In

Roger stiffened as, with a flying leap, a man came through
the casement, sending the latticed windows hurtling
I was Abednlgo One-Eye, his gleaming dagger held
high, ‘his single eye glittering with feroeity. At the same
moment the door crashed open and Slim appeared upon the
threshold, his ever ready pistols In his hands.

L AnSWer.

back with

{See page 25.)

an instant he was after his comrade in
CIitie,

The galiant sheathed his blade, and
his laugh rang out strong and lustily as
he threw back his head. Now, for the
first time, could Roger see him fairly.
He was & tall, slim man, dressed

clegantly, with well-trimmed wig set

above a face that was handsome, end
vet could be stern and forbidding, as
Roger had no doubt. He was sﬂu’gxfui-
looking, and there was something of
foreign blood in his veins. He was like
a court dandy, and yet Roger made no
mistake when he set down this man as
one who had travelled, and who had
more than once used that swift rapier
of his in morial comhat.

“"Tis the end o' those rogues, lad”
he said. “Securvy lags they must be,
indeed, to seek to rob one like re.
Why. ve look as though you ha' naught
worth the taking.”

“Nor have I, =ir,” was Foger's
" Lest it be a message that I
carry to Fotheringham.”

“To Fotheringham?®” repeated the
gallant. " Then, indeed, are” we well
met, for my postchaize drives to
Fotheringham, tc the sign of Ye Three
Jolly Mariners, Ye are welcome to a
scat, lad, an’ ye ecare for L7

“Right readily will I be pleased to
avail myself of your hospitality, =ir,”
said Roger, thankful that the post-
chaise -waz bound for Ye Threa Jolly
Mariners. Belike the plece was a
coaching inn,- where post-chaises stopped.

He clambered into the chaise, and the
gallant followed him. Then, with the

‘them as

"man’s hand gripped

AL LR R
\ ki i|(”'.-" f*u H

e

"ill.""‘"‘ a2

| .

"._f -

ouiriders upon their horses, the chaiso
wag driven on into the teath of the gale,
which mt§Ed mora vislently around

ey came from the shelter of
the trees, and emerged upon the wind-
swept coast road. :

'"Twas a wild night, and the wind was
ever increasing. So loudly howled it
around the chaise that conversation was
difficult, and it was not until the chaise
rumbled over the cobbled strests of
Fotheringham, and came to a halt out-
side the tavern of ¥Ye Threa Jolly
Mariners, that the gallant spoke again
to Roger. :

“What do ve here in Fotheringham,
lad ” he asked. “To whom bear ye a
message " :

“To one who iz called by the name of
‘ The Chevalier,” sir,” Roger answered.
“I bring a message from one who bas
but this very night quitted this life, and
who now lies dead—sent to his doom by
those gallows-rets from whom your
blade delivered me.”

“Tha Chevalier! 'Tis I, lad ! The
oger firmly by
the shoulder. “I awsit & message from
Sir Richard Greatorex. Bat silence,
lad! We must not talk where prying
ears may hear your talel g I

Roger followed in his wake indo the
tavern., The Chevalier, who'  was
evidently no stranger to the people of
the tavern, spoke in commanding tones
to mine.hmg and ere long the two
found themselves shown into a low-
ceilinged, ocak-panelled room, whose
casemented and latticed windows over-

TrE Magxer LaBrary.—No. 1,082,
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lufﬁ’wj the wind-lashed walers of the
harheue frownieli stvera: btrim  craft
rotle to their anchors. Mine host set
down a candelabra upon the table and
withdrew,

i Nows

-

lad,” said the Chevalier,
Fai}hn‘ forward. a chair, and seating
nmsad tpon-dt, Tawhak 1z this messago
ve ‘bring to el Aand what is this of
Sit Richard bong dead?”

“¥Fig true- that he is no more, sic,”
amawercd Roper. “And wi* his dving
breath he begged me to seck ye out and

give this into your possession.™

As he spoke he brought the zealed
packet from  his inner pocket and
handed it acress. This Chevalier, tight.
lipped, surveyed the packet, and slit it
open. For a while Eu sat 1n silence,
examining tho Then
turned to Roger.

“Tell me the manner o' Sir Richard's
death, lad,” he said. “And tell me,
too, what brings vou here to Fothering-
ham "

He listened in silence while Roger
told his tale—told of the call of the sca
that had fired his bloed with - the
ambition toe sail the Bpanish Main:
told of his encounter with One-BEye and
2lim, and how he had sought to aid the
man in the loncly house, with the
rosylts that have been described.

“An' ye would sail the Spapish Main,
eh, lad?” asked the Chevalier, when
Rogor's tale was told, “And so you
shall, then, for this night ba’ ye proved
vour worth. To-morrow ye shall zail
w1’ me aboard my craft for there is
no instant to be lost now that these
rogues ace after this™ He tapped the
packet which lay on the table beforc

contents. ho

them. “ Bov, here we have the clue to
as Lreasure that 18- worth the. finding—a
chart o the island on which it lies
buried, DBut there is gne thing lacking,
aiud that-one thing must be found 'ere
we can hope for’ succeis™

TAnd that?” asked Roger.
_ "Is the latitude and lengitude .o’ the
island,” was the reply. “That, Sir
Richard tells me, is seratched on the
back o' a locket that was lost many
years ago. Vrith that locket, and this
plan, and——=*

He got no further.

An angry pust of wind swept into
the room. The candles flickered and
went out, and the room was in dark-
nefs, save for the scanty light which
shone in through the open lattieed
window.. And %.uger. as he turned
quickly’ in that direction, gave =a
sudden cry.

For a shadow, darker than the night
Lhiovond, had been silhouetted. for a
moment against the background of the
sky—a shadow that had leaped, lithely
and quickly, into the room.

There was a scuffle,  Something
brushed past Roger in the dark, vat
when hiz hands went out to grip it they
met navght but the empty air! Came
the sound of & blow, and the serape of
the table-legs across the floor as some-
ane lurched against the table.

“The chart!™

The words broke inveluntarily from
the lips of Roger. lostantly he dashed
forward, and his hands went to where
the chart and the papers had been
upron _the table. Yet, ¢'en as he would
have grasped them. it seemed that they
slipped from bebween his very fingers,

E T

.and he heard them rustle in the dark-

ness.

A shadow, flitted across the window
There came a noise as of a body strik-
ing the sodderi oarth  beyond the
windows, aud then pattering feotsteps
which retreated rapidly imto the
distance.

The wind howled and roared; the
breakers;beat on the shore with & noise
that was waimost deafening in ils
intensity. And yet, above the wild
noises of the night, came a lusty voeieo,
bawling forth a song that was already
too well-knmown to Roger:

“And none ean tell where the dead men
dwell
With their treasure down below !
With & vo! and & heave-yo-ho!*

“Abednigo One-Eye!™ Roger gasped.
“And he—tis he has taken the chart!™

Quickly he snatched up his rapier
where he had laid it, and then, like an
arrow from s bow, he dashed to the
window and leaped through the open
casement. The wind tore at him, the
merciless rain heat down on him, and it
seemed that the elements were mocking
him. DBut he heard naught raore of {ho
footateps of Abednigo One-Eve, nor of
his grizzly chant of dead men,

One:Eve had vanished, and with him
had gone fhe chart!
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DR. BIRCHEMALL GETS MORE FIREWORKS THAN HE BARGAINED FOR!

15

I
L
OOM !
m Dawn braks owver the old
grey buildings of St Bam’s.

It was a H.nﬂﬂ_nmw tlawn for
Dr. Birchemall, the revered amd majestiek
headmasgter. Chained to o wall in o dark
vault Dbeneath the skool, he bitterly
bewnailed his fate.

Only a few hours before, he had been o
hapny aml care-free shoolmnster, light-
heartedly deseending the eellar steps with
the intention of uatching Jack Jolly & Co,
in the act of raiding hiz fircworks,  Now,
amazing a3 it may souml, he was a
priczoner in the honds of Uny Forks, and
wag doowed to ba blown to bita by gun-
powder before breakfast time.

“Whoa is me!” méaned the Head
horsely, as he coward in the inky hlncknesa
of the vault. * Oh, 16 think that I should
have come down liere to mcet such a
mmu.m:“__. fata! I mipght lhove saved my
ifa if ouly I had fallon dawn the ateps and
got killed hefore that acoundril, Guy Forks,
geozed me.'”

The Head's plite cortsanly sccimcd to bo
deaprit. Ewvery minnit he cggapected to
eca the sinnister fipger of Guy Forks
reappear with o flaming toreh and set
light to a train of gunpowder leading to
lug  hidden  store  of  eppaplosives.
Natcherally, Dr, Birchemall had no idea
that Guy Forks was in reality Algy
Actwall of the Fourth, Actwell's disguse
was fect, and the Head had been
complotely taken i on that point.

Bang! Crash! Wallop!

Silently the door at the head of the stene
cellar steps opencd, to revenl tho sinnister
figger of Guy Forks, DBeads of perspira-
tion stood out on Dr. Birchemall's dile
Az Le watched his mistrerious enemy
descend the steps with a stealthy suake-
ke movement.

" 80 you aro still bere, Birchemall 7"

1t was the mocking veoice of Guy Forke,
addreszing  the Ilead. Alpy Actwell
cértainly knew how to disguise hiz voice,
and any listener might havo been egrsoused
for enpposing he was 2a desprit 8 scoundril
&g ever blew up & skool,

At the sound of those harsh, mettadlick,
ginnical tones, Jir., Birchomall's seanty
lox farely stood up on end, and e trensbiled
until the __._w.q_qu_q chaing that bound him
filled the air with their noisy rattling.

“Bpave me ! he eried, in a frightiul
ﬂbu.ﬁmr at the thoupht of being blown to
ittlo pieevs.

Guy Forks mecrly larfed—a snesving,
Lkallous lari that chilled Dr. Birchemall to

the marrow, .
“tatts!™ he cried. " Guy Forks

Juwr.ﬂ. nd man. Up you must @2 with
the rest of tho skool, Dirchiemall. Take
your last look round, for im fivoe minnits,
St Sam's will be no mora 1™

* Groooooooo 'Y monned  the  ITead.
* Have morsy, Guy Forlks—""

* Mester Forks t2 you!" broke in the
cloaked wvisitor sternly.

¥ Mister Forks, T mean 17 covreeted the

Head hastily. ' Hava mersy, Mister
Forka! Taka pity on my wyouth and
innoeenee. Look at my  skollerly fizz,

and my magnilficent athletick  fipger,
and ask yoursclf whether it's right for o
tellow like me to bo bBlown to smithereens.”

fiuch eolloguance might have moved &
hart of stonc, and the Iead felt quite
hopeful for & nunnit that ib would induee
Guy Forks to abandon his desprit project,

Hiz hopes were dashed to the ground,
howaver, aa Guy Forks yproceeded to
eprinklo S0 m_.__z.__.m.nﬂ out of a tea.coddy
ntong the foor.

" Urase your idlo prattle!™ eoried tho
Gunpowder 1Motter, * My mind i3 mado
up. As soon as I heve leid thia frein,
I will put a light to it, and sneal out of
the tradesman’s entrance, leaving Bt.
sam's to ita [nte.”

* Yarooooooooh ! yelled the Ifcad.
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“Yell awav.! No-
thing will save vou
now fromn yonr nm-
pending doom!”
prvoctoecl ﬁnﬂ.ﬁ Yarks,
as he finished sprink.
ling his powder, anl
struck o vesta on tho
Heaed's Blad pate.

“Yarcoooooh!"™
velled Dir. Birchemall,
clapping a manncled
haned to the apot that
had been degraded ; then he redoubled
his efforts to oltract assistance, lapsing
into French in caso gomo passing forriner
might Be attracted to the seene. Al
moi! Ahwni! Al mei! Help! Help!
Assigtance 1"

“Pog lata 1" said Guy Forks, chueklng
feendishly na he applied the maich to a
torch, cawsing it to burst into flame
immejately. " With this flaming tarch,
I will light the train leading to the keps
of gunpowder [ have conscahsd round the
corner.  St. Sam's willl seon ba blown
ghy-higl now ! " .

“Help 1" shreeked the Hewl, frantick
with terror. ™ Reskew, St Sam's!®

Was that an answering oy o herd,
or wers his cyes doeeiving lim ! The
Head made 2 meggaphone of his manacled
hands, end bellowed for all he was worth,

“ Birchemall ealling!™ he yelled
“ Bave me, quicle ! ™ i

“I, I, mic!" came an wnmistalkable
answer from the regions above, ™ We're
coming ! :

“Thank Hevvan ! sobbed Dr. Birch.
amall, “Jack Jolly's woice, or I'm a
Dutchman ! He'll gave me, I'm sure.”

After that, the epgmitement for a fow
minnites wag terrific. Firat, the door at
the top of tho steps opened, revealin
Jack Jollv, the kaptin of the Fourth, an
his pals, Merry and Bright. Then, with a
_._“__E_u.u,.....,. of “To the reskew ! tha heroes
of the Fouwth dashed down the stops and
into tha fray.

* Grate _.__.F;mu ! A Gunpowder ot !?
eggaclaimed Jack Jolly in tonea of lorror.
“It's Guy Forks up to his old trix again !
CGo for ha baldheaded, you chaps, while
I gave the vld skool ! ™

Merry and Bright ihirew  thomsnlves
at (Ghuy Faorks, while Jack stamped out the
lighted train.

“It's all  right,
sie 1" gnid Jack re-
agauringly. ' Woe'va .
eaved you now !

“You were just in
the nick of time!™
guspod Dr. Wirchems
all. " Don’t let thot

rotter excape, _.f_._v_u_____ﬁa
Bif him on Z:..._\.

napper, before  he ﬁ f
gots away ™ .

“1, I, sir!?* aaid
Merry and Brixht.

Newvertlicless, thay
didn't do as the Head
sujjested, and if Dr.
Birchemnll had
known that the whale
thing waa o hokes,
ha probably wouldn't
have ammmﬁnn_ﬁm them
ton. o Guy Forks
made hia  petaway,
mmucl: ta the tlead's
el .

:.w.ﬂﬂuuﬂm Jolby & Co,
then releascd Dr,
Birechemall from 1lin
crool manacles which
had kept him chaingd
to the wall all nite,
Natcherally, they
pretended to he full
of simperihy, though
hehind Tos bl tlee
wera dubbled up with

lerfter.
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the Fourth,
aned  he farely
heamead an
thom &=z thoey

Head, oz he stood
up at last, a freo
WA OHeS  Inore,

Ay zrattitude ia more

than I ean eopspress in nﬂﬂ_w.;i their
words. I will ses thst jinjor-pop and
it takes A practical form, . ) chewad  their
but of that, more ROONY- . .-__.__M,T_q switlt evwvident relish.

Titek in, my boyvs!® he
ericd jenially, ' It docs my
hiart pood Lo see you enjoying
yourselves, and after your
magnitfieent curridgo this
morning, who would say that
you don't descrve a chunk of
toffy each ? *°

Jack Jolly & Co. quite
ageopd with Dr. Birchomall,
50 they held their respective
pieces,

* Now abonut tha reward I
worniged vouw,” continued the
Tead, " Sinee  brekker, 1
have been thinling it ovor,
and what T've decidod ja this

mously, For the prezzent,
lat'a get upstairs epain, //
and have rome brokker, i gimply
farmished.’”

“Bame Lere ™ corussed the juniors,

- s s

IT.

ITER breakfast, Dr. Birchomall
} invited Jack Jolly & Co, round ta
hiz study and jnsigted on their

having a -convivial glass of jinjer

pop, and some toffy out of a somewhaot
aticky bag that was conasaled in the foldas
of hig skollastick gown. Such honnors
rarely foll to the lot of moer M,::.-_E.u at

Bt. Bam's. Oceasionally 8 senior would
ba mvited to partake of the Head's

:Eﬂrw_w ﬁwﬁ_ﬂ“_ﬂm. _%,:ﬂ one M.nﬂE_EE.u r ___u__.#.m_ﬁ__.
nitv, I'r. Birchemall had shared s doenut 3
with Burleigh, the kaptin of the akool. :,,n__.._u .amw;mm..a.ﬂu”:mgﬂww.r..ﬁs_wdw
As a rule, however, favours of that kind fomant u__.mn:..ﬁ.: tin th
were bestowed only on masters and dis- Head's chin-way kg >
::m:_.u_Em. vigitors, so the prezzent “Teat ."HM,. fathead 1

incident wns quite unpresidented.

Of corae, there was every opgseuss for
the innovation. The Head belioved that
Jock Jolly & Co. had eaved St. Sam's
from Being blown sky-high, and—
wiet was more important—had reskowed

bawled . Birchemall, with
a seveor fraown,

The door opened,
and a cleeky-looking
fagy cntered. It wes
none other than Dangs

him from certain death. Conselwently,

__
he was full of grattitude to the herves of ol e Tiurd, whoss

sneaking habils hnd led

HT)

L ) "
r—

fireily to the Head
eollaring the juniors’
fireworks, and
seonndly, to the
daring Guy Forks’
stunt by which the
juniors hoped  to
recover thon,

Banga stared in
utter astonizhment
at the sight of the
Fourth- Formers
freding their faces,
Knowing nothing
of 1he svents of the
provious few hours,
he hod fully egos-
ﬂmnrn: ta tind them

“Always remem=

bezy the Fifth of

And, jingo, boya
Jack Jolly & Co.,
of St. Som's, hava
caugs to camambae

it, lkewise Dr. buing flopzed binclk
Birchamall, their amd bloo,
wily haadmastor! *Well, whab do

vou want T thuns
derod the Hend, his
brows econtracling as he remomnbered that
it was Fangs whose tittle fattlo had lod
ta his going down into the vaults i the
first place.
“ Nun.nothing, sir!” stottered Bangs.
“ Then you've coma to the wrong place
for it!" retorted the lead, with a
ginmister inflexion in lig voice which wos
not lost on the snealk of the Third. ™ In
a miunit you're going to get amnething 1"
* h, crikoy !" mermered Bangs, favely
dismaved by the Head's tones, :
“yWhat you're going to get, Bangs, ia
not jinjer-pop ond toffy, but a walloping
gl 2 wallopin _En.__w as you'll remember
ill vour dyeing day.
: :“_._.w_,._“__,_.....a“r._,... ! 3 wpw_.._ﬂ___mn_ Bangs, alreddy
anlissipating his coming treat. " What
hawve I dene, gir T Haven't 1 been your
inforner and tordy-in-chief for months,
now t Didn't I tell you liow these chiaps
plotted to make & ratd on your fireworks

Tust nite 1" i
et .m”u.; did | " said the Heasd, savvidpely.

“ Agud a fat Jot of trooth there was in your
tligators, too !

ﬁ_ﬁﬂ_pﬂ Dr. Birchomall really mean,t of

corae, wns alligations, but in his epg.

gilernent, hig tung was getting a bit. .”_._..___.t:h_..._..

“Phen you didn't cateh them ¥4 eried
Danpgs, recoiling like a _m:._._.:nn fnwn.

T djd pot—rior the simple reason that
these horoick boys never made no raid on
the mddy freworks at afl” angwered the
H grimly, It is obvious t6 ma now
thiat with tio object of discredditing Jolly
and his pals, ¥ou tald A whacling grato
whopper—or, as the vulgar would say,
the whola atory was & fabrication on your
_..__ﬁ,-.pﬂ...”_; crambal ™ aronned —.mﬁﬁm.w. :
“In 'eonselkwenes of your misleading

me,"" continued thoe
Head, [ apent a
nite of horrvor
chiained to a wall
in the vanlta below
Bt Sam's, and but
for the curridge of
tho cho ,.q.u: B0
grosat ﬂm#_u lodd, I
should at prezzent
bo fleating in little
pleces upameng the
clouds."™

* Almemy hat!
ejnlinlated  Dangs,
liia face clouding,
grul looking com-
pletely mistified,

“If that’'s what
ceomes of your
snoaking, then all
1 can say i3, you'd
better give 1t up
for tho futurs”
finizhad L. Birch.
cmnll. A repe.
tition of thisg will
gorely temipt me {o
siels you from the

sltool. For the

=

prezzent, however, I will contont mysell
with =aﬁmm=m you bluck and bloo. Hooze
him, m___u.a___.u i

" What-ho 1" grinned Jack Jolly & Co,,
only too pleassd to sen the deuble-died
deecover who had aneaked on them take
hia grool,

“.Streteh him meross the table 1Y com-
manded the Head stornly, as he solected
luig stoutest birch.

Jucle Jolly & Co. gladly n#@w_a_ﬂ and the
Head laid it on well and trooly,

“ Yaroooooh ! Woaooop !
velled Tangs, in aggerny.

Ly the time the Head had finished with
Banga, hiz trowsis wera torn to ribbons,
aml ho was bat & shaddo of his former
aelf. The flogging certainly gave him a
lesson, for when at last he was roleased,
a now lirht of honosty and ernestnoss was
shining in his ayes. angs w3 a changad
main, A it ia pleasing to add that atter
that moming he stedfastly refusad to be
o tondy and o cadd, and simply ekorned to
gruealz.

“IWall, that's that!" remarked the
Head, when hoe at last flung sway the
hirch and mopped tho perspiration off
hiz brow. *fAnd now, Jolly, to fAnish
what I was saying of, when Bangs entered.
Jeeing that to-nite iz Guy Forks' Nite,
I have decided to pive you back the
tircworks I took from you and to gront
leave out-of-doors to sl juniors whoso
leave I previously cancelled.”

“Hooray ! " yelled Jack Jolly & Ca.,
in  «delite, Their daring wheezo had
trinmplied and they had goined egpeactly
what thoy had set out to pein !

“* Y1 will realisa that I am making
n preat sacrifice,’’ said the Head, shaking
his Linad rather sadly. " Tho Maaters’
Fircwork Club i3 bankrupt, and this
putas the kybosh on our runming a show
to.nite. Howover, perhaps we ¢an coma
and look on st yours."

“ With plegzure, mir!l" prinned Joek
Jolly, ' 0Of corsa, in tho circumstances,
wo can't vory well maka you our guy,
can we. YWhom do you sujjost ss &
substitute T4

Dr: Birchemall _.Eumn.um,_m for a minnib
or two, then o grin broke over his dile.

“What about the Chairmen of tho

irococh '™

Board of Guovvernerse—Sir Froderick
Fangoss 1" he sujjested. " An old tirant
lika that ought to ba puyad. The skool

has suffered & lot under his yolle.”

“Cood egp ! eried Jack Jolly.

And so it was arranpged.

1t remains only to be said that Guy
Forks® Nite at 5t. Sam's turned out to be &
hrilliant suxxess. For once in o weigh
the Alseters’ and the Juniors® Firswork
Clnbs  berriea the hatchet and worked
for the povmnatl wesal.

A corse, axxidenta did bappen. SBome
of the juniers set fire to Me Lickham,
under the impression that he was the gy ;
Ar. Juatiea waa blown up by a cannon
cracker, and most of the mastors sustained
miner mjurics.  But saele trivial matlers
wera goon forgpotten, and ot the end of
the ovening, mastera and boyva alilte voted
that it been the hinppicat Guy Forks'
Nite of their lives,

“ T don't think old Bivehomall will evor
confiscate our fireworks again, de yon,
chaps 1" said Jack Jully, in the Fourih
Form dormitory that night.

* Rather not!" corussed hia chnmsa
SIF ho does we'll call Ewn_; our  Gld
friend Algy Actwell again’
“ Rk bl hal™

Jack Jolly & Co. did not need rocking
that night and & momont or two after the
light hoal boen put out the Fourth was
derp in slumber.

THE END.

(Lack out for the firgt of another amusing
gerics of St. Saewm's yarng in next week's
MAGNET entitled : = BROUGHT 10O
SUSTISS 1" There's a sinile in every
Hiae, chumay
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